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REMARKS. 



This tragedy was first acted in the year 168O, and, 
fbr a hundred years, had possession of the stage, and 
the hearts of the public. 
T^^ There is a domestic interest in the fable, cha^ 

!» racters, and occurrences of this play, which forces 
attention and admiration; whilst it partakes of a 
Q certain horror, not perfectly consonant with de- 
licacy, which forbids its final effect to be grati- 
fying. 

Dr. Johnson had just observed of Otway's " Or- 
phan,"—** That it had pleased for near a century, 
through all the vicissitudes of dramatic fashion,** 
when fashion cast it aside. But there appears to 
be such a degree of good taste, and even good man- 
ners, in no longer giving countenance to its reppe^ 
sentation, that it is to be hoped, its present mode 
of treatment will never change. — ^Yet, some whole- 
some lessons will infiallibly be learned in the perusal 
of this faulty work. 

It is uncivil to say, to a whole dramatis person®, 
that ** they are ail guilty of speaking ftEdsehood { 
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and yet, excepting old Acasto, and his young daugh- 
ter, Serina, this may be said to every personage in 
the tragedy — therefore, it is proper it should h% 
a tragedy, as such despicable conduct deserves ex- 
emplary punishment. 

But the guilt of Castalio's falsehood is so pon- 
derous, that the offences against truth, committed 
by his associates, are light in the balance with his 
duplicity — the wicked origin from whence came all 
subsequent deceit. 

Otway borrowed his plot from the history of 
Brandon, in a novel, called, ^' English Adventures.'^ 
After having chosen such a hazardous subject, few 
poets could have treated it even with his decorum — 
none could have rendered it so pathetic. 

In those parts of the drama, where the peculiar 
tendency of the story has not beguiled him into li- 
centiousness, he is chiefly to blame, in having made 
Chamont so exactly that which Acasto calls him, 
" an ungrateful ruffian" — and for having made Serina 
80 sudden in her love, and so unabashed in the repeated 
declaration of it, before all her friends. She appears 
even more amorous than idiots are generally supposed 
to be. She wants capacity for a foil, and must not 
be named with the charming Monimia. 

Many objections have been made by the critics, to 
the improbability of that mistake of one brother for 
the other, which produces the most fatal event of the 
whole play —but amongst the mistakes of the self- 
jiame ^ind, which Shakspeare, and a number of other 
dramatists, hs^ve introduced in their works, this, by 
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Otway, 19 far the most natural of any that has yet 
been invented. 

The author*s <lisappointment,botb as a soldier, and 
a courtier» may be traced in most of his dramas. He 
servilely flattered the court in his dedications, pro- 
logues, and epilogues ; but when he spoke by the lips 
of hit characters, then he ^>oke from bis heart — ^And 
in the person of Pierre* in " Venice Preserved,'^ as in 
Acasto here, he has breathed the spirit and the suffer- 
ing of poor Thomas Otway. 

He bad been a cornet of horse, before he was an 
author, and had served with the army in Flanders; 
but, on some account, was cashiered. That his of- 
fence was not of a disgraceful nature, may be con* 
ceived by the following lines in an epilogue to one of 
his plays ; wherein he treats the circumstanoe of his 
dismission, too boldly, and too lightly, to admit the 
suspicion, that any humiliating imputation was, io 
consequence, attached to his character. 

** But which amongst ye is there to be found. 
Will take his three day's pawn, for fifty pound ? 
Or, now he is cashiered, will fairly venture. 
To give him ready money fox's debenture ? 
Therefore, when he received the fatal doom. 
This play came forth, in hopes his friends would 

come, 
To help a poor, disbanded soldier home.*^ 

Dr. Johnson throws some doubt on the received 
opinion, that Otway was starved ; or, rather, choked 
to death, by hastily devouring food, after long d^ 
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privation. But if this admirable poet did not perish 
from the immediate want, or eager swallowing of nou- 
rishment, it is certain, that his health and strength 
were wasted through poverty, and the difficulty of 
obtaining even the ordinary subsistence which che- 
rishes life. 

The author of " The Orphan" — a drama which 
melted every bosom with compassion for the sufferings 
of human nature, however deservedly inflicted — was 
driven to the lowest haunts of the poor, to shield 
him from the contempt, to which his necessitous state 
wo aid have reduced him, from the rich. — Near the 
close of his days, it is allowed by all his biographers, 
he took shelter from this threatened scorn, in a little 
public house on Tower Hill, where; he expired-^-if 
not with hunger, or too violent an appetite in devour- 
ing a piece of bread which charity had bestowed, — 
with grief and pining abstinence. 

This man, who is acknowledged to have painted 
the passions, especially the passion of love, more 
powerfully than any other dramatic author, was never 
in high esteem with his cotemporary writers. But Ad- 
dison, who lived after him, and felt no prejudice from 
jealousy of a rival brother, has said of Otway — 

^^ He has followed nature in the language of his 
tragedies, and, therefore, shines 4n the passionate 
parts, more than any of our English poets.'^ 
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SCENE,— Bohemia. 



THE ORPHAN. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 



A Garden* 



Enter Cs^TAJAOy Poltdo&e, ontf Pasb* 

Cast. Polydore, our sport 
Has been to-day much better for the danger : 
When on the brink the foaming boar I met. 
And in his side thought to have lodg'd my spear^ 
The desperate savage rush'd within my force, 
And bore me headlong with him down the rock. 

Po^. But then 

Cast. Ay, then, my Tarother, my friend, Polydore^ 
Like Perseus mounted on his winged steed, 
Came on^ and down the dangerous precipice leapVi 
To save Castalio. — ^^Twas a godlike acjt ! 

Pol. But when I came, I found you conqueror. 
Oh I my heart danc'd, to see your danger past ! 
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The heat and fury of the chase was cold, 
And I had nothing in my mind but joy. 

Cast So, Polydore, me thinks, we might in war, 
Rush on together ; thou should'st be my guard, 
And I be thine. What is't could hurt us then ? 
Now half the youth of Europe are in arms, 
How fulsome must it be to stay behind, 
And die of rank diseases here at home ! 

Pol. No, let me purchase in my youth renown. 
To make me lov'd and valu'd when Tm old ; 
I would be busy in the world, and learn. 
Not like a coarse and useless dunghill weed, 
Fix'd to one spot, and rot just as I grow. 

Cast, Our father 
Has ta'en himself a surfeit of the world. 
And cries, it is not safe that we should take it. 
I own, I have duty very pow'rful in me: 
And though Vd hazard all, to raise my name, 
Yet he's so tender, and so good a father, 
I could not do a thing to cross his will. 

Pol, Castalio, I have doubts within my heart, 
Which you, and only you, can satisfy. 
Will you be free and candid to your friend ? 
' Cast, Have I a thought my £olydore should not 

know? 
What can this mean ? 

PoL Nay, 1*11 conjure you too, 
By all the strictest bonds of ftiithful friendship. 
To show your heart as naked in this point. 
As you would purge you of your uns to Heav*n. 

Cast, I will. 

PoL And should I chance, to touch it nearly, 
bear it 
With ail the suif'rftnce of a tender friend. 

Cast. As calmly as the wounded patient bears 
The artist's hand, that ministers his cure. 

Pd/. lliat's kindly said.— —You know our father's 
* ward, 
4 
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The fair Monimia : — is your h«ftft at peacaf 
Is it so guarded) tliat yon could not love iMTf 

Cast. Suppose I should f 

PoL Suppose you should not, brother t 

Cast. You'd say, I must not. 

Pol. That would sound too roughly, 
Twixt friends and brothers, as we two am* 

Cast. Is love a fault f 

Pol. In one of us it may b o ■ ■ 
What, if I love her ? 

Cast. Then I must inform you, 
I lov'd her first, and cannot quit the claim, 
But will preserve the birthright of my passion. 

PoL You will. 

Cast. I will. 

Pol. No more J Tve done. 

Cast. Why not f 

Pol. I told you, I bad done. 
But you, Castalio, would disputed it. 

Cast, No; 
Not with my Polydore : — though I must owa, 
My nature obstinate and void of suff'rance ; 
Love reigns a very tyrant in my heart. 
Attended on his throne by all his guards ' 
Of furious wishes, fears, and nice suspicions. 
I could not bear a rival in my friendship, 
I am so much in love, and fond of thee. 

Pol. Yet, you will break this friendship! 

Cast. Not for crowns. 

Pol, But for a toy, you would, a woman's to^. 
Unjust Castalio ! 

Cast. IVythee, whereas my fault f 

Pol. You love Monimia. 

Cast. Yes. 

Pol. And you would kill me, 
If Fm your rival ? 

Cast^ No ;^8urey we're tush friends, 
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So much one man, that our affections too. 
Must be united, and the same as we are* 

PoL 1 dote upon Monimia. 

Cast* Love her still ; 
Win, and enjoy her. 

PoL Both of us cannot* 

Cast. No matter 
Whose chance it prove ; but let^s not quarrel fol't* 

PoL You would not wed Monimia, would you? 

Ca^t. Wed her ! 
No— were she all desire could wish, as fair 
As would the vainest of her sex.be thought, 
With wealth, beyond what woman's pride could 

waste, 
She should not cheat me of my freedom. — Marry! 
When I am old and weary of the world, 
I may grow desperate, 
And take a wife to mortify withal. 

PoL It is an elder brother's duty so 
To propagate his family and name. 
You would not haye yours die, and buried with you? 

Cast. Mere vanity, and silly dotage, all : — 
No, let me live at large, and, when I die—* 

PoL Who shall possess th' estate you leave ? 

Cast. My friend. 
If he survives me ; if not, my king. 
Who may bestow 't again on some brave man^ 
Whose honesty and services deserve one. 

Pol. Tis kindly offer'd. 

Cast. By yon Heaven, I love 
My Polydore beyond all worldly joys, 
And would not shock his quiet, to be blest 
With greater happiness than man e'er tastedL 

Pol. And, by that Heaven, eternally J swear. 
To keep the kind Castalio in my heart. 
Whose shall Monimia be? 

Cast. No matter whose. 
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PoL Were you not with her privately last night ? 

Cast. I was ; and should have met her here again ; 
But th' opportunity shall now be thine ; 
Myself will bring thee to the scene of love. 
But have a care, by friendship I conjure thee, 
That no false play be offer'd to thy brother. 
Urge all thy powers, to make thy passion prosper; 
But wrong not mine. 

PoL By Heaven, I will not. 

Cast, I ft prove thy fortune, Polydore, to conquer^ 
(For thou hast all the arts of soft persuasion) 
Trust me, and let me know thy love's success,. 
That I may ever after stifle mine. 

Pol. Though she be dearer to my soul than rest 
To weary pilgrims, or to misers gold. 
To great men pow*r, or wealthy cities pride ; 
Rather than wrong Castalio, Td forget her. 

For if ye pow'rs have happiness in store, 
AVhen ye would shower down joys on Polydore, 
In one great blessing all your bQunty send. 
That 1 may never lose so dear a friend. 

[Exeunt Castalio and Polydore. 

£R^er MoNiMiA. 

Mon, So soon returned from hunting ? This fair day 
Seems as if sent to invite the world abroad. 
Pass'd not Castalio and Polydore this way ? 

Page. Madam, just now. 

Mon. Sure, my ill fate's upon me : 
Distrust and heaviness sit round my heart, 
And apprehension shocks my timorous soul. 
Why was not I laid in my peaceful grave 
With my poor parents^ and at rest as tliey are } 
Instead of that, I'm wand'ring into cares. — . 
Castalio ! O Castalio ! thou hast caught 
My foolish heart ; and, like a tender child. 
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That trusts his plaything to anoth^ hand, 
I fear its harm, and fain would have it back. 
Come near, Cordelio ; I must chide you, sir. 

Page. Why, madam, have I done you any wrong f 

Mon. I never see you now ; you have been kinder ; 
Sat by my bed, and sui^ me pretty songs : 
Perhaps i ve been ungrateful. Here's money fot 

you: 
Will you oblige me ? shall 1 see you oftner ? 

Putge* Madam, Td serve you with my soul. 

Mon. Tell me, Cordelio, (for thou oft hast heard ' 
Their friendly converse, and their bosom secrets) 
Sometimes, at least, have they not talk'd of me ? 

Page^ O madam t very wickedly they have talk'd * 
But I am afraid to name it ; for, they say. 
Boys must be whipp'd, that tell their masters' secretSw 

Mon, Fear not, Cordelio ; it shall ne'er be known ; 
For ril preserve the secret as 'twere mine. 
Polydore cannot be so kind as I. 
ril furnish thee with all thy haimless sports. 
With pretty toys, and thou shalt be my page. 

Page. And truly, madam, I had rather, be so. 
Methinks you love me better than my lord; 
For he was never half so kind as vou are. 
What must 1 do ? 

Mon. Inform me how thou^&t heard 
Castalio, and his brother, use my name* . > 

Page. With all the tenderness of love ; 
You were the subject of their last discourse. 
At first I thought it would have £a,tal prov'd ;. 
But as the one grew hot, the other cool'd, 
And yielded to the frailty of his friend ; 
At last, after much struggling, 'twas resolv'd * 

Mon, What, good Cordelio ? 

Page, Not to quarrel for you. 

Mon, I would not have 'em, by my deoxest hc^esj 
I would not be the argument of strife. 
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But surely my Castalio won't forsake mtf 
And make a mock'ry of my easy k>ve ! 
Went tbey together ? 

Page, Yes, to see you, madam. 
Caatalk) promb'd Polydore to bring him, 
Where he alone might meet you, 
And fairly try the fortune of his wishes. 

Man. Am I then grown so cheap, just to be made 
A ccwimon stake, a prize for love in jest f 
Was not Castalio very loth to yield it f 
Or was it Folydore's unruly passion, 
That heighte&'d the debate i 
. Page. The fault was Poly d ore's. 
Castalio played with love, and smiling show'd 
The pleasurey not the pang^, of his desire. 
He said, no woman's smiles should buy his freedom : 
And marriage is a mortifying thing. [Exit^ 

Man. Then I am ruin'd ! if Castalio's false, 
Where is there faith and honour to be found f 
Ye gods, that guard the innocent, and guide 
The weak, protect and take me to -your care. 
O, but I love him ! There's the rock will wreck me } 
Why was I made with all my sex's softness. 
Yet want the cunning to conceal its follies } 
I'll see Castalio, tax him with his falsehoods. 
Be a true woman, rail, protest my wrongs ; 
Resolve to hate him, and yet love him still, 

Enier Castalio dnrf Polydohe. 

He comes, the conquers comes : lie still, my heart, 
And learn to bear thy injuries with scorn. 

Cast, Madam, my brother begs he may have leave | 
To tell you something that concerns you nearly : 
I leave you, as becomes me, and withdraw. 

Mw* My Lord Castalio ! 



l6 THE ORPHAK. [aCT I» 

Cast. Madam ? 

Mon. Have you purpos'd 
To abuse me palpably ? What means this usage ? 
Why am I left with Polydore alone ? 

Ca$t. He best can tell you. Business of importance 
Calls me away : I must attend my father, 

Mon, Will you then leave me thus ? 

Cast, But for a moment. 

Mon, It has been otherwise: the time has been. 
When business might have stay'd, and I been heard. 

Cast, I could for ever hear thee ; but this time 
Matters of such odd circumstances press me, 
That I must go [Exit^ 

Mon, Then go, and, ift be possible, for 6ver. 
Well, my Lord Polydore, I guess your business, 
And read th' illnatur'd purpose in your eyes. 

Pol, If to desire you more than misers wealth, 
Or dying men an hour of added life ; 
If softest wishes, and a heart more true 
Than ever suffered yet for love disdain'd. 
Speak an illnature, you accuse me justly. 

Mon, Talk not of love, my loi'd, I must not hear it, 

Pol, Who can behold such beauty, and be silent? 
Desire first taught us words : Man, when created. 
At first alone long wander'd up and down, 
Forlorn, and silent as his vassal btasts : 
But when a heav'n-born maid, like you, appear'd, 
Strange pleasure fill'd his eyes, and fir'd his heart. 
Unloosed his tongue, and his first talk was love. 

Mon, The first created pair indeed were blessed ; 
They were the only objects of each othef. 
Therefore be courted her, and her alone ; 
But in this peopled world of beauty, where 
There's roving room, where you may court, and ruin 
A thousand more, why need you talk to me } 

Pol, Oh ! I could talk to thee for ever ; Thus 
Eternally admiring, fix, and ga^e 
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On those dear eyes; for every glance they send 
Darts thro' my soul, and almost gives enjoyment 

Mon. How can you labour thus for my undoing f 
I minst confess indeed, 1 owe you more 
Then ever 1 can hope, or chink, to pay. 
There always was a friendship 'twixt our families ; 
ADd therefore when my tender parents dy'd, 
Whose ruin'd fortunes too expired with them^ 
* Your fjftther^s pity and his bounty took me, 
A poor and helpless Orpoan, to his care. 

PoL 'Twas Heav'n ordain'd it so, to make me 
happy. 
Hence with this peevish virtue^ 'tis a cheat; 
Come, these soft, lender limbs were mad« for yielding* 

Mon. Here on my knees, by HeavVs blest powV 
I swear, [Kntdim 

If you persist, I ne'er henceforth will see you. 
But rather wander through the world a beggjar, 
And live on sordid scraps at proud men's doors ; 
For though to fortune lost, I'll still inherit 
My mother's virtues, and my father's honour* 

Pol. Intolerable vanity ! your sex 
Was never in ihe right ! y'are always false. 
Or silly ; ev*n your dresses are not more 
Fantastic than your appetites ; you think 
Of nothing twice ; opinion you have none. 
To-day y'are nice, to;-morrow not so free ; 
Now smile, then frown ; now sorrowful, then glad ; 
Now pleas'd, now not : and all, you know not why ! 
Virtue you affect, inconstancy's your practice ; 
And when your loose desires once get dominion, 
No hungry churl feeds coarser at a feast; 
Ev'ry rank fool goes down 

Mon, Indeed, my lord, 
I own my sex's follies ; I have 'em all ; 
And, to avoid its fault, must fly from you. 
Therefore, believe me, could you raise me high 

c 3 



IS THE ORPHAN. [aCT I« 

As most fantastic woman's wish could reach, 

And lay all Nature's riches at my feet ; 

I'd rather run a savage in the woods, 

Amongst brute beasts, grow wrinkled and deform'd, 

As wildness and most rude neglect could make me, 

So I might still enjoy ray honour safe, 

From the destroying wiles of faithless men. — [Exit, 

Pol. Who'd be that sordid thing call'd man. 
To cringe thus, fawn, and flatter for a pleasure. 
Which beasts enjoy so very much above him ? 
It shall be so : I'll yet possess my love. 
Wait on, and watch her loose, unguarded hours ; 
Then, when her roving thoughts have been abroad. 
And brought in wanton wishes to her heart, 
I'th' very minute when her virtue nods, 
I'll rush upon her, in a storm of love. 
Beat down her guard of honour all before me. 
Surfeit on joys, till ev'n desire grows sick ; 

Then, by long absence, liberty regain. 
And quite forget the pleasure and the pain. 

[Exeunt Poltdoue md Page. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



A Saloon. 



Enter Acasto, Castalio, Polydore, and 

Attendants. 

A cast. To-day has been a day of glorious sport : 
When you, Castalio, and your brother left me, 
Forth from the thickets rush'd another boar, 
So large, he seem'd the tyrant of the woods, 
Whetting his huge large tusks, and gaping wide, 
•As if he already had me for his prey ! 
Till, brandishing my well pois'd javelin high, 
I struck 
The ugly brindled monster to the heart. 

Cast. The actions of your life were always won- 
drous. 

Acast. No flattery, -boy \ an honest man can't live 
bv't ; 
It is a little sneaking art, which knaves 
Use to cajole and soften fools withal, 
if thou hast flattery in thy nature, -out with't, 
Or send it to a court, for there 'twill thrive. 

Cast. Your lordship's wrongs have been 
So great, that you with justice may complain; 
But suffer us, whose younger minds ne'er felt 
Fortune's deceits, to court her, as she's fair : 
Were she a common mistress, kind to all. 
Her worth would cease, and half the world grow idle. 
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Acast. Go to, y' are fools, and know me not ; I've 

learnt 
Long since to bear revenge, or scorn my wrongs, 
According to the value of the doer. 
You both would fain be great, and to that end 
Desire to do things worthy your ambition. 
Go to the camp, preferment 8 noblest mart, 
Whefe honour ought to have the fairest play, you'll 

find 
Corruption, envy, discontent, and faction, 
Almost in every band. How many men 
Have spent their blood in their dear country's ser* 

vice. 
Yet now pine under want; while selfish slaves. 
That een would cut their throats wh6m now they 

fawn on, 
Like deadly locusts, eat the honey up. 
Which those industrious bees so hardly toiFd for ! 
Cast These precepts suit not with my acttv#^ 

mind, 
Methinks 1 would be busy. 

PoL So would I, 
Not loiter out my life at bonie^ and know 
No farther than one prospect gives loe leave. 

Acast. Busy your minds then, study arts and 

men; 
Learn how to value merit, though in rags, 
And scorn a proud, ill maiiiiei^d knave in offico. 

Enter Sereka. 

Ser. My lordl, my father ! 

Acast. Blessings on my child ! 
My little cheruby what hast thou to ask me ? 

Ser. I bring you, sir, most ^ad and welcome news ;. 
The young Chamont^ whom yoa'ye so often wished for. 
Is jttsfc anriv^d, and tntering. 
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Acast. By ray soul. 
And all my honours, he's most d€»rly welcome ; 
Let me receive him like his father's friend. 

Enter Chamont, 

Welcome, thou relict of the bestlov'd man ! 
Welcome from all the turmoils, and the hazards 
Of certain danger and uncertain fortune ! 
Welcome as happy tidings after fears. 

Cham, Words would but wrong the gratitude I owe 
you ! 
Should 1 begin to speak, my soul's so full, 
That I should talk of nothing else all day. 

Enter Monimia. 

Mon, My brother! 

Cham. O my sister, let me hold thee 
Long in my arms. I've not beheld thy face 
These many days ; by night I've often seen thee 
In gentle dreams, and satisfy 'd my soul 
With fancy'd joys, -till morning cares awak'd me. 
Another sister ! sure, it must be so ; 
Though 1 remember well 1 had but one : 
But I feel something in my heart that prompts, 
And tells me, she has claim and interest there, 

Acast, Young seldier, you've not only studied 
war, 
Courtship, I see, has been your practice too, 
And may not prove unwelcome to my dau^ter. 

Cham. Is she your daughter ! then my heart told 
true. 
And I'm at least her brother by adoption, 
For you have made yourself to me a father, 
And by that patent, I have leave to love her, 

Ser. Monimia, thou hast told me, men are false, 
Will flatter^ feign, and make an art of lore : 



Is Chamont so ? no, sure, he's in<M% than man ; 
Something that's near divine, and truth dwells in him. 

Acast. Thus happy, who would envy pompous 
powV, 
The luxury of courts^ or wealth of cities ? 
Let there be joy thro' all the house this day ! 
In ev'ry room let plenty flow at large ! 
It is the birthday of my royal master ! 
You have not visited the court, Chamont^ 
Since your return ! 

Cham, I have no bus'ness there ; 
I have not slavish temperance enough 
T'attend a favourite's heels, and watch his smilesj 
Bear an ill office done me to my face, 
And thank the lord, that wron^d me, for his favour. 

Acast, This you could do. [To hit Som^ 

Cast. I'd serve my prince. 

Acast. Who'd serve him f 

Cast. I would, my lord, 

Pol, And I ; both would. 

Acast. Away ! 
He needs not any servants such as 3roQ ; 
Serve him ! he merits more than man can do ! 
He is so good, praise cannot speak his worth ; 
So merciful, sure he ne'er slept in wrath ! 
So just, that, were he but a private man, 
He could not do a wrong ! How would you serve 
him? 

Cast. I'd serve him with my fortune here at 
home, 
And serve him with my person in his wars : 
Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him. 

Pol. Die for him. 
As ev'ry trueborn, loyal subject ought. 

Acast. Let me embrace ye both ! now by the loiils 
Of my brave ancestors, Fm truly happy ! 
For tius, be ever blest my marriage (kty ! 
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Blest be your mother's memory, tbat bore yon ; 

And doubly blest be that auspicious hour 

That gave ye birth! Yes, my aspiring boys ! 

Ye shall have business, when your master wants you : 

You cannot serve a nobler ; I have serv'd him ! 

In this old body, yet the marks remain 

Of many wounds. I've with this tongue proclaimed 

His right, e'en in the face of rank rebellion : 

And when the fbulmouth'd traitor once profan'd 

His sacred name, with my good sabre drawn, 

E'en at the head of all his giddy rout, 

I rush'd^ and clove the rebel to the chine» 

E»/er a Servant. 

Sero, My lord, th' expected guests are just afriv'd. 
Acast. Go you, and give 'em welcome and recep- 
tion. [Exeunt Castalio and Poltdoue. 
Cham. M}' lord, I stand in need of your assistance. 
In something that concerns my peace and honour. 
Acast^ Spoke like the son of that brave man I 
loved ! 
So freely, friendly, w* convers'd together. 
Whaie'er it be,witii confidence im^rt it ; 
Thou shalt command my fortune and ray sword. 
Cham. I dare not doubt your friendship, nor yom 
justice, 
Your bounty shown to what I hold most dear, 
Sly orphan sister, must not be forgotten \ 
Acast. Pr'ythee no more of that, it grates my na^ 
ture. 
. Cham. When our dear parents dy'd, they dy'd to- 
gether ; 
One fate surpris'd 'em, and one grave received 'cm; 
My father, with his d3ring breath, bequeathed 
Her to my love ; my mother, as she lay 
Languishing by himi caird me to her side, ^ 



94 THE ORPHAN. [aCT II. 

Took me in her fainting arms, wept, and embraced me : 
Then press'd me close, and, as she observ'd my tears, 
Kiss'd them away ; said sbe, Chamont, my son. 
By this, and all the love 1 ever show'd thee , 
Be careful of Monimia : watch her youth ; 
Let not her wants betray her to dishonour ; 
Perhaps kind Heav'n may raise some fri end. Then 

sigh'd, 
Kiss'd me again ; so bless'd us, and expired. 
Pardon my grief. 

Acast, It speaks an honest nature. 

Cham, The friend, Heav'n rais'd, was you ; you took 
her up. 
An infant, to the desert world expos'd, 
And proved another parent. 

Aca&t, I've not wrong'd her. 

Cham, Far be it from my fears. 

Acast, Then why this argument ? 

Cham, My lord, my nature's jealous, and you'll 
bear it. 

Acast. Go on. 

Cham, Great spirits bear misfortunes hardly ; 
Good offices. claim gratitude; and pride. 
Where pow'r is wanting, will usurp a little. 
And make us (rather than be thought behindhand) 
Pay over price. 

Acast, I cannot guess your drift ; 
Distrust you me ? 

Cham. No, but I fear her weakness 
May make her pay her debt at any rate : 
And, to deal freely with your lordship's goodness, 
I've heard a story lately much disturbs me. 

Acast. Then first charge her ; and if th' offence bt 
found 
Within my reach, tho' it should touch my nature. 
In my own o&pring, by the dear remembrance 
Of thy brave father, whom my heart rejoic'd in, 
Fd prosecute it with severest vengeanct. [Exit, 

I 
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Cham, I thank you^ from ny soul. 

Mon. AlaSf my brother ! 
What have I done? and why do you abuse me f 
My heart quakes in me ; in your settled face, 
And clouded brow, methinks I see my fate ; 
Y9U will not kill me ? 

Cham, Pr'ythee, why dost thou talk so I 

Mon. Look kindly on me, then ; I cannot bear 
Severity ; 

My heart's so tender, should you charge me rough, 
I should but weep, and answer you with sobbing ; 
But use me gently, like a loving brother, 
And search through all the secrets of my soul. 

Cham. FesLT nothing, I will show myself a bro- 
ther, 
A tender, honest, and a loving brother : 
You've not forgot our father ? 

Mon, I never shall. 

Cham, Then youll remember too, he was a man 
Thatliv'd.up to the standard of his honour, 
And priz'd that jewel more than mines of wealth : 
He'd not have done a shameful thing but once: 
Tho' kept in darkness from the world, and hidden, 
He could not have forgiv'n it to himself. 
This was the only portion that he left us ; 
And I more glory in't than if possessed 
Of all that ever fortune threw on fools. 
Twas a large trust, and must be managed nicely ; 
Now if, by any chance, Monimia, 
You have soil'd this gem, and taken from its value, 
How will you account with me ? 

Mon, 1 challenge envy. 
Malice, and all the practices of hell. 
To censure all the actions of my past 
Unhappy life, and taint me if they can ! 

Cham, ril tell thee, then ; three nights ago, as I 
Lay musing in my bed, all darkness round me, 
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A sudden damp struck to my heart, cold sweat 
Dew'd all my face, and trembling seix'd my limbt : 
My bed shook under me, the cilrtains started, 
And to my tortured fancy there appear'd 
The form of thee, thus beauteous as thou art ; 
Thy garments flowing loose, and in each hand 
A wanton lover, which by turns caress'd thee 
With all the freedom of unbounded pleasure ; 
I snatch'd my sword, and in the very moment 
Darted it at the phantom ; straight it left rae ; 
Then rose, and call'd for lights, when, O dire omen I 
I found my weapon had the arras pierc'd, 
Just where that famous tale was interwoven, 
How the unhappy Theban slew his father. 

Mon. And for this cause my virtue is suspected I 
Because in dreams your fancy has been ridden, 
I must be tortur'd waking ! 

C/iam. Have a care ; 
Labour not to be justify^d too fast : 
Hear all, and then let justice hold the scale. 
What followed was the riddle that confounds me. 
Through a close lane, as I pursu'd my journey. 
And meditating on the last nightfs vision, 
I spy'd a wrinkled hag, with age grown double. 
Picking dry sticks, and mumbling to herself ; 
Her eyes with scalding rheum were gall'd and red : 
Cold palsy shook her head, her hands scem'd wither^d|^ 
And on her crooked shoulder, had she wcapp'd, 
The tatter'd remnant of an old strip'd hanging. 
Which serv'd to keep her carcase from the cold ; 
So there was nothing of a piece about her. 
Her lower weeds were all o'er coarsely patch'd 
With diflTrent coloured rags, black, red, wUte, yellow. 
And seem'd to speak variety of wretchedness. 
I ask'd her of tlie way, which she inform'd rae ; 
Then crav'd my charity, and bade me hasten 
To save a sister [ at that word I started ! 
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Mon. Tke common cheat of b^gars ; every day 
They flock about our doors, oretead to gifts 
Of prophecy, and telling fools their fortunes. 

Cham, Oh ! but she told me such a tale, Monimia, 
As in it bore gfeat circumstance of truth; 
Castalio and Polydore, my sister. 

Moil. Hah ! 

Cham, What, altered ! does your courage fail } 
Now by my fathei^s soul, the witch was honest; 
Answer me, if thou hast not lost to them 
Thy honour at a sordid game? 

Mon, I will ; 
I must, so hardly my misfortune loads me^ 
That both have ofifer'd me their loves most true. 

Cham. And ^tis as true too^ they have both undone 
thee» 

Jtfpn. Though they both with earnest vows 
Have press'd my heart, if e'er in thought I yielded 
To any but Castalio— 

Cham, But Castalio ! 

Man. Still will you cross the line of my discourse* 
Tes, I confess, that he has won my soul 
fiygen'rous love, and honourable vows. 
Which he this day appcnnted to complete. 
And make himself by holy marriage mine. 

Chanu Art thou Uten spotless \ hast thou still pre^ 
serv'd 
Thy virtue white, without a blot, untainted ? 

idon. WhenTm unchaste, may Heaven reject my 
prayers ; 
Or more, to make me wretched, may you know it t 

Cham, Oh, then, Monimia, art thou dearer to me 
Than aU the comforts ever yet blesl man* 
But let not marriage bait thee to thy ruin. 
Tnist not a man ; we are by nature false, 
Dissembling, subtile, cruel, and unconstant ; 
When a man talks of lore, with caution trust him ; 

J) 2 
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But, if he swears, he'll certainly deceive thee. 
i charge thee, let no more Castalio sooth thee ; 
Avoid it, as thou would'st preserve the peace 
Of a poor brother, to whose soul thou'rt precious, 

Mofu I will. 

Cham, Appear as cold, when next you meet, as 
great ones. 
When merit begs ; then shalt thou see how soon 
His heart will cool, and all his pains grow easy. 

[Exii. 

Mon, Yes, I will try him ; torture him severely ; 
For, O Castalio, thou too much hast wrong'd me, 
In leaving me to Polydore's ill usage. 
He comes ! and now, for once, O love, stand neuter. 
Whilst a hard part's performed ; for I must 'tempt 
Wound his soft nature, tho' my heart aches for't. 

V \EXttm. 

Enter Castalio. 

Cast. Monimia, Monimia ! She's gone ; 

Andseem'd to part with anger in her eyes ; 

I am a fool, and she has found my weakness ; 

She uses me already like a slave 

Fast bound in chains, to be chastis'd at will. 

'Twas not well done to trifle with my brother. 

I migHt have trusted him with all the secret, 

Open'd my silly heart, and shown it bare. 

But then, he loves her too ; but none like me : 

I am a doting honest slave, designed 

For bondage, marriage bonds, which I have sworn 

To wear. It is the only thing I e'er 

Hid from his knowledge, and he'll sure forgive 

The first transgression of a wretched friend^ 

Betray'd to love, and all its little follies. 
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Enter Poltx>ob£ and Paob, ai the Doors 

PoL Here place yoorselfy and watch my bralltft 
thoroughly. 
If he should chance to meet Monimia, make 
Just observation of each word and action^ 
Pass not one circuhistance without remark : 
Sir, 'lift your office, do't^and brii^ me word. 

[Exit PoLTDoai. 

Enter Monimia. 

Casi* MoniiDia, my angel ; 'twas not kind 
To leave me like a turtle here alone, 
To droop and mourn the absence of my mate. 
When thou art from me, every place is desert: 
And I, methinks, am savage and forlorn^ 
Thy presence only 'tis can make me blest. 
Heal my unquiet mind, and tune my soul. 

Mon. O the bewitching tongues of faithless men i 
'Tis thus the &dse Hyena makes hcsr moan. 
To draw, the pitying traveller to her den. 
Your sex are so, such liaise dissemblers all ; 
With sighs and plaints / entice poor women's hearts. 
And all, that pity you, are made your prey. 

Cast, What means my love I Oh, how have I da* 
serv'd 
This language from the sovereign of my joys ! 
Stop, stop these tears, Monimia, for they fall 
Like banefal dew from a distempered sky, 
I ftel 'em chill me to my very heart. i 

Mon^ Ob, you are false, Castalio, most forsworn ! 
Attempt no farther to delude my faith ; 
My heart is fix'd, and you shall shak't no more. 

Cast. Who told you so ? what helUbred villain 
durst ^ 
Profane the sacred business of my love f 

D 3 
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Mon. Your^brother, knowing on what terms Fm 
here, 
The unhappy object of your father's charity. 
Licentiously discoursed to me of love. 
And durst afiront me with his brutal passion. 

Cast. Tis I have been to blame, and only I ; 
False to my brother, and unjust to thee. 
For, Oh ! he loves thee too, and this day own'd it, 
Tax'd me with mine, and claimed a right above me. 

Mon, And was your love so very tame to shrink ? 
Or, rather than lose him, abandon me? 

Cast. I, knowing him precipitate and rash. 
To calm his heat, and to conceal my happiness, 
Seem'd to comply with his unruly will ; 
Talk'd as he talk'd, and granted all he ask'd ; 
Lest he in rage might have our loves betrayed. 
And I for ever had Monimia lost. 

Mon. Could you, then ? did you ? can you own it 
too? 
Twas poorly done, unworthy of yourself! 
And I can never think you meant me fair. 

Cast. Is this Monimia? surely no!' till now 
I ever thought her dovelike, soft, and kind. 
Who trusts his heart with woman's surely lost: 
You were made fair, on purpose to undo us, 
While greedily we snatch th'alluring bait. 
And ne'er distrust the poison that it hides. 

Mon, When love ill plac'd would find a means to * 
break 

Cast. It never wants pretences or excuse. 

Mon. Man, therefore, was a lordlike creature made, 
Rough as the winds, and as inconstant too : 
A lofty aspect given him for command ; 
Easily soften'd when he would betray. 
Like Conqu'ring tyrants, you our breasts invade. 
Where you are pleas'd to forage for a while ; 
But soon you find new conquests out, and leave 
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The ravag'd province ruinate and waste. 
If so, Castalio, you have serv'd my heart, 
I find, that desolation's settled there, 
And I shall ne'er recover peace again. 

Cast, Who can hear this, and bear an equal mind I 
Since you will drive me from you, I must go : 
But, O Monimia! when thou hast banish'd me, 
'So creeping slave, though tractable and dull 
As artful woman for her ends would chuse. 
Shall ever dote as I have done : for, Oh ! 
No tongue my pleasures nor my pains can tell; 
Tis heaven to have thee, and, without thee, hell. 

Man. Castalio ! stay ! we must not part. I find 
My rage ebbs out, and love flows in apace. 
These little quarrels love must needs forgive. 
They rouse up drowsy thoughts, and wake my soul. 
Oh ! charm me with the music of thy tongue, 
I'm ne'er so blest, as when I hear thy vows. 
And listen t<^ the language of thy heart. 

Cast vWhere am I ! surely paradise is round me ! 
Sweets planted by the hand of Heav'n grow here ; 
And every sense is full of thy perfection. 
To hear thee speak, might calm a madman's phrensy. 
Till by attention he forgot his sorrows ; 
But to behold thy eyes, th' amazing beauties 
Might make hiin rage again with love, as 1 do. 
Oh ! 

Thou Nature's whole perfection in one piece ! 
Sure, framing thee, Heaven took unusual care, 
As its own beauty it design'd thee fair, 
And form'd thee by the best lov'd angel there. 

[Exeunt 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 



A Garden* 



Eater Foltdobe and Paqe* 

foL Were they so kind ? Express it to me all 
In words ; 'twill nmke me think I saw it too. 

Page. At first I thought they had heen mortal 
foes: 
Monimia rag'd; Castalio grew disturb'd: 
Each thought the other wrong'd; yet both m 

haujity. 
They scorned submission^ thou^ love all the whife 
The rebel play'd, and scarce could be contained* 

Pol, But what succeeded ? 

Page. Oh^ 'twas wond'rous pretty ! 
For of a sudden all the storm was past : 
A gentle calm of love succeeded it : 
Monimia sigh'd and blush'd ; Castalio swore; 
As you, my lord, I well remember, did 
To my young sister, in the orange grove, 
When I was first preferred to be your page. 

Pol, Happy Castalio! Now, by my great soul^ 
My ambitious soul, that languishes to glory, 
ril have her yet ; by my best hopes, I will. 
She shall be mine, in spite of all her arts. 
But for Castalio, why was I refus'd ? 
Has he supplanted mc by some foul play } 
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Traduc'd my honour? Death ! he durst not do't. 
It mu&t be so : we parted, and he met her, 
Half to compliance brought by me; surprised 
Her thinking virtue, till she yielded quite. 
So poachers basely pick up tired game, 
While the fair hunter's cheated of his prey. 
Boy! 

Page. My lord ! 

Pol, Go to your chamber, and prepare your lute; 
Find out some song to please me, that describes 
Women's hypocrisies, their subtile wiles, 
Betraying smiles, feign'd tears, inconstancies ; 
Their painted outsides, and corrupted minds; 
The sum of all their follies, and their fialsehoods. 

EfUer a Servakt. 

Sere. Oh, the unhappiest tidings tongue e'er told ! 

Pol. The matter } 

Serv. Oh ! your father, my good master, 
As with his guests he sat in mirth rais'd high, 
And chas'd the goblet round the joyful board, 
A sudden trembling sei2'd on all his limbs ; 
His eyes distorted grew ; his visage pale : 
His speech forsook him ; life itself seem'd fled, 
And all his friends are waiting now about him. 

Enter Acasto, supported by the Chaplain; 

Acast. Support me; give me air; 111 yet recover. 
Twas but a slip decaying Nature made; 
For she grows weary near her journe3r's end. 
Where are my sons ? Come near, my Poly dore I 
Your brother ; w here's Castalio ? 

Serv, My lord, 
I've search^, as you commanded, all the house ! 
He and Monimia are not to be found. 

Acast, Not to be found ! then where are all my 
friends? 
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I hope they'll pardon an unhappy fault 

My unmannerly infirmity has made ! 

Death could not come in a more welcome hour; 

For Fm prepared to meet him ; and, methinks. 

Would live and die with all my friends about me* 

Enter Castalio. 

Cast. Angels preserve my dearest fathei's life! 
Bless it with long uninterrupted days ! 
Oh ! may he live till time itself decay, 
Till good men wish him dead, or I offend him ! 

Acast. Thank you, Castalio : give me both your 
hands, 
And bear me up : Vd walk : so, now, methink% 
I appear as great as Hercules himself. 
Supported by the pillars he had rais'd. 
My sons, as thus united, ever live; 
And for th' estate, you'll find, when I am dead, 
I have divided it betwixt you both. 
Equally parted, as you shar'd my love: 
Only to sweet Monimia I've bequeath'd 
Ten thousand crowns ; a little portion for her# 
To wed her honourably, as she's born. 
Be not less friends because you're brothen. 

Enter Serika* 

Ser. My father! 

Acast. My heart'is darling ! 

Ser. Let my knees 
Fix to the earth. Ne'er let my eyes have rest. 
But wake and weep, till Heav'n restore my father.' 

Acast. Rise to my arms, and thy kind pray'rs 
answer'd. 
For thou'rt a wand'mus extract of all goodness. 
Born for my joy, and no pain's Mi when near thee. 
Chamonti 
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Xaiicr Chamont. 

Cham. My lord, may^t prove not an unlucky 
omen ! 
Many I see are waiting round about you. 
And I am come to ask a blessing too. 

Acast, May'st thou be happy ! 

Cham. Where? 

Acast. In all thy wishes. 

Ciam, Confirm me so, and make this fair one 
mine: 
I am unpractised in the trade of courtship. 
And know not how to deal love out with art : 
Onsets in love seem best like those in war. 
Fierce, resolute, and done with all the force > 
So I would open my whole heart at once. 
And pour the abundance of my soul. 

Acast. What says Serhifi? Canst thou love a sol- 
dier? 
One bom to honour, and to honour bred? 
One that has learnt to treat e'en foes with kindness ; 
To wrong no good man's fame, nor praise himself? 

5er. Oh ! name not love, for that's all/d to joy ; 
And joy must be a stranger to my heart. 
When you're in danger* May Chamont's good for- 
tune 
Render him lovely to some happier maid ! 
Whilst I, at friendly di^ance, see him blest, . 
Praise the kind gods, and wonder at his virtues. 

Acast. Chcmont, pursue her, conquer, and possess 
her. 
And, as my son, a third of all my fortune 
Shall be thy lot. 
Chamont, you told me fd some doubts that press'd 

you: 
Are you yet satisfy'd that I'm your friend ? 
Cham. My lord, 1 would not lose that satisfaction, 
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For any blessing I could wish for : 

As to ray fears, already I have lost them : 

They ne er shall vex me more, nor trouble you, 

Acast. I thank you. 
My friends, 'tis late : 

Kow my disorder seems all past and over, 
lind I, methinks, begin to feel new health. 

Cast. Would you but rest, it might, restore yon 

quite. 
Acast. Yes, Til to bed ; old men must . humour 
weakness. 
Good night, my friends! Ueav'n guard you all ! Good 

nigbtl 
To-morrow early we'll salute the day, 
Find out new pleasures, and redeem lost time. 

[Exeunt allimt Chamo^t. and Chaplain. 
Cham, If you're at leisure, sir, well waste an hour : 
Tis yet too soon to sleep, and 'twill be charity 
To lend your conversation to a stranger. 
Chap, Sir, you're a soldier ? 
Cham. Yes. 
Chap. I love a soldier ; 
And had been one myself, but that my parents 
M^ould make me what you sec me. 
Cham, Have you had long dependence on this fa- 
mily? 
Chap, I have not thought it so, because my time's 
Spent pleasantly. My lord's not haughty nor impe- 
rious, 
Nor I gravely whimsical : he has goodnature, 
And I have manners : * 

His sons, too, are civil to roe, because 
I do not pretend to be wiser than they are ; 
I meddle with no man's business but my own ; 
I rise in a morning early, study moderately, 
Eat and drink cheerfully, live soberly, 
Take my innocent pleasures freely ; 
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So meet with respect, and am not the jest of the far 
mily. 

Cham, Fm glad you are so happy. 
A pleasant fellow this, and may be usefnl. [Aside* 
Knew you my father, the old Chamont f 

Chap. I did, and was most sorry when we lost him. 

Cham. Why, didst thou love him? 

Chap. Ev'ry body lov'd him ; besides, he was my 
patron's friend. 

Cham. I could embrace thee for that very notion ; 
If thou didst love my father, I could think 
Thou would*st not be an enemy to me. 

Chap, I can be no man's foe. 

Cham. Then, pr'ythee, tell me; 
Think'st thou the Lord Castalio loves my sister ? 

Cheep. Love your sister! 

Cham. Ay, love her ! 

Chap. Either he loves het^ or he much has wronged 
her. 

Cham. How wrong'd her^ have a care; for this 
may lay 
A scene of mischief to undo us all. 
Bat, tell me, wrong'd her, saidst thou ? 

Chap, Ay, sir, wrong'd her. 

Cham. This is a secret worth a monarch's fortune : 
What shall I give thee for't ! thou dear physician 
Of sickly souls, unfold this riddle to me. 
And comfort mine 

Chap. I would hide nothing from. yoa willingly. 

Cham. By the reverenc'd soul 
or that great honest man, that gave me being, 
Tell me but what thou know'st concerns my ho- 
nour. 
And, if I e'er reveal it to thy wrong, 
May this gopd sword ne'er do me right in battle ! 
May I ne'er know that blessed peace of mind;, • 
That dwells in good and pious men like thee! 
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Chap. I see your temper's mov'd, and I will trust 
you. 

Cham. Wilt thou? 

Chap. I will ; but if it ever 'scape you 

Ckam, It never shall. 

Chap. Then this good day, when all the house wa* 
busy, 
When mirth and kind rejoicing fiU'd each room. 
As I wsls walking in the grove, I met them. 

Cham. What I met them in the grove together ? 

Chap. I, by their own appointment, met them there, 
ReceiVd their marriage vows, and join'd their hands. 

Cham. How ! married ? 

Chap. Yes, sir. 

Cham. Then my soul's at peace : 
But why would you so long delay to give it? 

Chap. Not knowing what reception it may find 
With old Acasto ; may be, I was too cautious 
To trust the secret from me. 

Cfiam. What's the cadse, 
I cannot guess, though 'tis my sister's honour, 
I do not like this mamage. 

Huddled i'th' dark, and done at too much venture; . 
The business looks with an unlucky face. 
Keep still the secret; for it ne'er shall 'scape me. 
Not ev n to them, the new match'd pair. Farewell!' 
Believe my truth, and know me for thy friend. 

[Exeuntm 

Enter Castalio and Monimia. 

Cast. Young Chamont and the Chaplain! sure 'ti» 
they ! ''. 

No matter what's contriv'd, or who consulted, 
Since my Monimia's mine ; though this sad look . ^, 
Seems no good boding omen to our bliss; 
Else, pr'ythee, tell me why that look cast down. 
Why that sad sigh, as if thy heart was brsaking } : r. 
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Mon. Castalio, I am thinking what we've done : 
The heavenly powers were sure displefts'd to-day; 
For, at the ceremony as we stood , 
And as your hand was kindly join'd with mine. 
As the good priest pronounced the sacred words, 
Passion grew big, and I could not forbear, 
Tears drown'd my eyes, and trembling seis'd my soul . 
What should that mean ? 

Cast, Oh, thou art tender all ! 
Gentle and kind as sympathising nature ! 

Enter Polydqre. 

But wherefore do I dally with my bliss? 

The night's far spent, and day draws on apace ; 

To bed, my love, and wake till I come thither. 

Mon. TVill be impossible : 
You know your father's chamber's next to mine, 
And the least noise will certainly alarm him. 

Cast, Impossible! impossible! alas! 
Is't possible to live one hour without thee ? 
What shall be the sign ? 
When shall I come ? for to my joys 111 steal. 
As if I ne'er had paid my freedom for them. 

Mon, Just three soft strokes upon the chamber 
door ; 
And at that signal you shall gain admittance : 
But speak not the least word ; for, if you should, 
Tis surely heard, and all will be betra/d. 

Cast. Oh! doubt not, Monimia; our joys 
Shall be as silent as the ecstatic bliss 
Of souls, that by intelligence converse : 
Immortal pleasures shall our senses drown. 
Thought shall be lost, and every power dissolved ! 
Away, my love ! first take this kiss. Now haste : 
I long for that to come, yet grudge each minute past. 

[Exit Monimia. 
My brother wand'ring too so late this way? 

S2 
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Pol. Castalio! 

Cast, My Polydore, how dost thou ? 
How does our father ? is he well recover'd ? 

Pol. I left him happily repos'd to rest: 
He's still as gay as if his life was young. 
But how does fair Monimia? 

Cast. Doubtless well : 
A cruel beauty, with her conquest pleased. 
Is always joyful, and her mind in health. 

PoL Is she the same Monimia still she was ? 
May we not hope she's made of mortal mould ? • 

Cast. She's not woman else : 
Tho' I'm grown weary of this tedious hoping ; 
We've in a barren desert stray'd too long, 

PoL Yet may relief be unexpected found. 
And love's sweet manna xiover all the field. 
Met ye to-day ? 

Cast. No; she has avoided me: 
Her brother too is jealous of her grown, 
And has been hinting something to my father : 
I wish I'd never meddled with the matter: 
And would enjoin thee, Polydore 

PoL To what ? 

Cast. To leave this peevish beauty to herself. 

PoL What, quit my love? as soon I'd quit my post 
In fight, and like a coward run away. 
No, by my stars, I'll chase her till she yields 
To me, or meets her rescue in another. 

Cast. Nay, she has beauty that might shake the 
leagues 
Of mighty kings, and set the world at odds : 
But I have wondrous reasons on ray side, 
That woiild persuade thee, were they known. 

PoL Then speak 'em : 
What are they ? Came ye to her window here 
To Learn 'em now ? Castalio, have a care ; 
Use honest dealing with a friend and brother. 
Believe me, I'm not with my love so blinded, 



9GENE I.] THE OUtaAK. 41 

But I can discern your purpose to abuse me : 
Quit your pretences to her. 

Cast. Grant I do ; 
You love capitulation, Polydore, 
And but upon conditions would oblige me. 

PoL You say, you\e reasons ; why are they con- 
ceal'd ? 

Cast, To-morrow I may tell you. 

PoL Why not now ? 

Cast. It is a matter of such circumstance, 
As I must well consult ere 1 reveal. 
But pr'ythee cease to think I would abuse thee, 
Till more be known. 

PoL When you, Castalio, cease 
To meet McMiimia unknown to me, 
And then deny it slavishly, 1*11 cease 
To think Castalio faithless to his friend : 
Did 1 not see you part this very moment ? 

Cast, It seems, you've watch'd me then ? 

Poi. I scorn the office. 

Cast. Pr'ythee avoid a thing thou may'st repent. 

PoL That is, henceforward making leagues with you. 

Cast. Nay, if yeVe angry, Polydore, good night. 

[Exit. 

PoL Good night, Castalio, if ye're in such haste. 
He little thinks I've overheard tn appointment: 
But to his chamber's gone to wait a while, 
Then come and take possession of my love : 
This is the utmost point of all my hopes ; . ; 

Or now she must, or never can be mine. 
Oh, for a means now how to counterplot, 
And disappoint this happy elder brother ! 
In ev'ry thing we do or undertake, -% 

He soars above me, mount what height I can^ 
And keeps the start he got of me in birth. 
Cordelio I 
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Enter Page. 

Page. My lord ! 

Pol. Come hither, boy ! 
Thou hast a pretty,^ forward, lying face. 
And may'st in time expect preferment ; canst thou 
Pretend to secrecy, cajole and flatter 
Thy mastei^s follies, and assist his pleasures ? 

Page. My lord, I could do any thing for you, 
And ever be a very faithful boy. 
Command, whate'er's your pleasure TU observe ; 
Be it to run, or watch, or to convey 
A letter to a beauteous lady's bosopi ; 
At least, I am not dull, and soon should learn. 

Pol. Tis pity, then, thou should'st not be employ'd. 
Go to my brother, he's in his chamber now. 
Undressing, and preparing for his rest ; 
Find out some means to keep him up a while : 
Tell him a pretty story, that may please 
His ear : invent a tale, no matter what : 
If he s^hould ask of me, tell him, Fm gone 
To bed, and sent you there to know his pleasure. 
Whether he'll hunt to-morrow. Well said, Polydore, 
Djsscmble with thy brother! that's one point. 
But do not leave him, till he's in his bed. 
Or if he chance to walk again this way. 
Follow, and do not quit him, but seem fond 
To do him little offices of service. 
Perhaps at last it may offend him ; then 
Retire, and wait till I come in. Away : 
Succeed in this, and be employ'd again. 

Page. Doubt not, my lord: he has been always 
kind 
To me ; would often set me on his knees. 
Then give me sweetmeats, call me pretty boy. 
And ask me what the maids talk'd of at nights. 

Pol. Run quickly then, and prosperous be thy 
wishes. [Exit Page. 
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Here rm alone, and fit for mischief; now 

To cheat this brother, will't be honest that ? 

I heard the sign, she order'd hira to give. 

Oh for the art of Proteus, but to change 

Th' unhappy Polydore to blest Castalio ! 

She*s not so well acquainted with him yet. 

But I may fit her arms as well as he. 

Then, when Tm happily possessed of more 

Than sense can think, all loosen'd into joy, 

To hear my disappointed brother come, 

And give the unregarded signal ; Oh ! 

What a malicious pleasure will that be ! 

^' Just three soft strokes against the chamber door; 

But speak not the least word, for if you should, 

It's surely heard, and we are both betra/d.'' 

How I adore a mistress, that contrives 

With care to lay the business of her joys ! 

One that has wit to charm the very soul ! 

And give a double relish to delight ! 

Blest Heav'ns, assist me but in this dear hour. 

And my kind stars be but propitious now, 

Dispose of me hereafter as you please ! 

Monimia ! Monimia ! [Gives the sign. 

Florella, [At the Window.] Who's there ? 

Pol. 'Tis I. 

FloK My Lord Castalio ? 

PoL The same; 
How does my love, my dear Monimia f 

Flor. Oh ! 
She wonders much at your unkind delay ; 
You've staid so long, that at each little noise 
The wind but makes, she asks if you are coming. 

Pol, Tell her, I'm here, and let the door be open'd, 

[Florella descends. 
Now boast, Castalio, triumph now, and tell 
Thyself strange stories of a promised bliss ! 

[The Door unbolts. 
It opens : Ha ! what means my trembling fiesh I 
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Limbs, do your office, and support me well, 

Bear me to her, then fail me if you can. [Emit, 

Enter Castalio and Page. 

Page. Indeed, my lord, 'twill be a lovely morning : 
Pray let us hunt. 

CW. Go, you're an idle prattler, 
I'll stay at home to-morrow ; if your lord 
Thinks fit, he may command my hounds : go, leaTt 

me; 
1 must to bed. 

Page, ril wait upon your lordship, 
If you think fit, and sing you to repose. 

Cast, No, my kind boy, the night is too far wasted ; 
My senses are quite disrob'd of thought, 
And ready all wiih me to go to rest. 
Good night : commend me to my brother. 

Page. Oh! 
You never heard the last new song I learn'd ; 
It is the finest, prettiest song indeed, 
Of my lord and my lady, you know who, that wer« 

caught 
Together, you know where. My lord, indeed it is. 

Cast. You must be whipp'd, youngster, if you get 
such songs as those are. 
What means this boy's impertinence to-night ? 

Page. Why, what must I sing, pray, my dear lord ? 

Cast. Psalms, child, psalms. 

Page. O dear me ! boys, that go to school, learn 
psalms ; 
But pages, that are better bred, sing lampoons. 

Cast^ Well, leave me ; I'm weary. 

Page. Oh ! but you promised me, last time I told 
you what colour my Lady Monimia's stockings were 
of, and that she gartered them above knee, that you 
would give me a liple horse, to go a-hunting upon. 
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SO you did. Til tell you no more stories, except you 
keep your word with me. 

Cast. Well, go, you trifler, and to-morrow ask me. 

Page. Indeed, my lord, I can't abide to leave you. 

Cast. Why, wert thou instructed to attend me ? 

Page. No, no, indeed ray lord, I was not : 
But, I know what 1 know. 

Cast. What dost thou know ? 'Sdeath ! what can 
all this mean! ■ * ■ ,■ 

Page. Oh ! I know who loves somebody. 

Cast. What's that to me, boy ? 

Page. Nay, I know who loves you too. 

Cast. That's a wonder ! pr'ythee tell it me.. 

Page. 'Tis — ^'tis — 1 know who— but will 
You give me the horse, then ? 

Cast. I willy my child. 

Page. It is my Lady Monimia, look you; but dbn't 
you tell her. I told you : she'll give me no more play- 
things then. I heard her say so, as she lay a-bed^ 
man. 

Cast. TalkM she of me when in her bed, Cordelio ? 

Page. Yes; and I'sung her the song you made too; 
And she did so sigh, and look with her eyes ! 

Cast. Hark ! What's that noise i 
Take this, begone, and leave me. 
You knave, you little flatterer, get you gone. 

[Exit Page. 
Surely it was a noise, hist ! only fancy. 
For ail is hush'd, as nature were retir'd, 
Tis now, that guided by my love, I go - 
To take possession of Monimia's arms. 
Sure Polyd ore's by this time gone to bed. 
At midnight thus the us'rer steals untrack'd, 
To make a visit to his hoarded gold. 
And feasts his eyes upon the shining mammon, 

[Knocks. 

She hears me not ; sure she already sleeps ! 
Her wishes could not brook so long delay^ , 
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Cast. Then Tra thy friend, Ernesto ! [Rises. 

Vd leave the world, for him that hates a woman i 
Woman, the fountain of all human frailty! 
What mighty ills have not been done by woman ? 
Who was't.betray'd the Capitol? A woman ! 
Who lost Mark Antony the world ? A woman ! 
Who was the cause of a long ten years war, 
And laid at last old Troy in ashes? woman ! 
Destructive, damnable, deceitful, woman ! 
Woman to man first as a blessing given ; 
When innocence and love were in their prime, 
Happy a while in Paradise they lay ; 
But quickly woman long'd to go astray : 
Some foolish new adventure needs must prove, 
And the first devil she saw, she chang'd her love: 
To his temptations, lewdly she inclined 
Her soul, and, for an apple, damn'd mankhid. 

[Exettnt. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

A Saloon, 

Enter Acasto. 

Acast, Blest be the morning, that has brought me 
» health ! 
A happy rest has soften'd pain away, 
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And ril forget it, though my mind's not well :. 
A heavy melancholy clogs my heart; 
I droop and sigh, I know not why. — Dark dreams^ 
Sick fancy's children, have been over busy. 
And all the night play 'd farces in my brains. 
But 'twas the eflfect of my distempered blood : 
And, when the health's disturb'd, the mind's unruly. 

Enter Polydore. 

Good morning, Polydore; 

Pol, Heav'n keep your lordship ! 

Acast. Have you yet seen Castalio to-day? 

Fol, My lord, 'tis early day ; — he's hardly risen. 

Acast Go, call him up, and meet me in the chapel. 

[Exit Polydore* 
I cannot think all has gone well to-night; 
For, as I waking lay, (and sure my sense 
Was then my own) methought I heard my son 
Castalio's voice ; but it seem'd low and mournful ; 
Under my window, too, I thought I heard it. 
My untoward fancy could not be deceiv'd 
In every thing ; and I will search the truth out. 

Enter Monimia and Florella. 

Already up, Monrmia ! you rose 

Thus early, surely, to outshine the day ! 

Or was there any thing, that cross'd your rest ? 

They were naughty thoughts, that vyould not let you 

sleep. 
Man. Whatever are my thoughts, my lord, Tve 

learnt. 
By your example, to correct their ills, 
And morn and evening give up the account. 
Acast. Your pardon, sweet one, I upbraid you 

not ; 

F 
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Or, if I would, you are so good, I could not. 
Heard you no noise to-night ? 
Mon. Noise ! my good lord ? 
Acast. About midnight. 
Mon, Indeed, my lord, I don't remember any. 
Acoit. You must, sure ! — Went you early to your 

rest ? 
Mon, About the wonted hour. — Why this inquiry? 

lAside, 
Acast. And went your maid to bed too ? 
Mon. My lord, I guess so ; — 
Fvc seldom known her disobey my orders. 

Acast, V\\ have inquiry made through all the 
house. 
But ril find out the cause of these disorders. 

Good day to thee, Monimia -I'll to chapel. 

[Exit AcASTO. 
Mon, V\\ but despatch some orders to my woman^ 
And wut upon your lordship there. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 



A Chamber, 



Enter Castalio, 



Cast. WisVd morning's come ! And now upon the 
plains, 
And distant mountains, where they feed their flocks. 
The happy shepherds leave their homely huts. 
And with their pipes proclaim the newborn day. 
The. cheerful birds too, on the tops of trees, 
Assemble all in choirs, and, with their notes. 
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Salute and welcome up the rising sun. 

There's no condition sure so curs'd as mine 



I'm married ! — 'Sdeath, I'm sped ! How like a dog 
Look'd Hercules, thus to a distaff chain'd ! — 
Moniraia! O Monimfa! 

Enter Monimia and Florella. 

Mon. I come ! 
I fly to my ador*d Castalio's arms, 
My wishes' lord. May every morn begin 
like this : and, with our days, our loves renew ! 

Cast. Oh 

^ Mon. What! speak! — 

Art thou not well, Castalio ? Come lean 

Upon my breast, and tell me where's thy pain. 

Cast* Tis here — 'tis in my head — ^'tis in my heart— 
Tis every where : it rages like a madness. 
And I most wonder how niy reason holds. 
Kay, wonder not, Monimia; the slave. 
You thought you had secur'd within my breast. 
Is grown a rebel, and has broke his chain, 
And now he walks there, like a lord at large. — 
No more, Monimia, of your sex's arts : 
They're useless all — I'm not that pliant tool, 
That necessary utensil you'd make me ; 

I know my charter better 1 am man, 

Obstinate man, and will not be enslav'd ! 

Mon. You shall not fear't — indeed, my nature'i 
easy : 
I'll ever live, your most obedient wife ! 
Nor ever any privilege pretend 
Beyond your will ; for that shall be my law ; — 
Indeed 1 will not. 

Cast. Nay, you shall not, madam ; — 
By yon bright heav'n, you shall not : all the day 
I'll play the tyrant, and at night forsake thee; 
Till| by afflictions, and continu'd cares^ 

r2 
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• " , ' . ■ .* 

I have worn thee to a homely, household drudge ; 
Nay, if I've any too, thou shall be made 
Subservient to all my looser pleasures ; 
For thou hast wrong'd Castalio. 

Mon, Oh, kill me here, or tell me my offence ! 
ril never quit you else ; but on these knees, 
Thus follow you all day, till they're worn bare, 
And hang upon you, like a drowning creature.— 
Castalio! 

Cast. Away !— Last night ! last night! ^ 

Mon. \\i was our wedding taight. 

Cast. No more !-^Forget it ! 

Mon. Why ! do you then repent ? 

Cast. I do. 

Mon. O Heaven ! 
And will you leave me thus? — Help ! help! Florella! 

[He drags her to the Door, breaks from her, and exit. 

Help me to hold this yet lovM, cruel, man ! 

Castalio ! — Oh ! how often has he sworn. 

Nature should change— ^the sun and stars grow 

dark. 
Ere he would falsify his vows to me ! 
Make haste, confusion, then ! Sun, lose thy light ! 
And, stars, drop dead, with sorrow to the earth, 
For my Castalio's false ! 

Flor. Unhappy day ! 

Mon. False, as the wind, the waters, or the wea- 
ther !— 
Cruel, as tigers o'er their trembling prey ! — 
I feel him in. my breast, he tears my heart. 
And, at each sigh, he drinks the gushing blood ! 
Must I be long 'in pain! 

Enter Chauo'st, 

Cham. In tears, Monimia! 

Mon, Whoe'er thou art, / 

Leave me aloae to my belov'd despair ! 
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Cham, Lift up thy eyes, and see who comes to cheer 
thee !— 
Tell me the story of thy wrongs, and, then, 
See if my soul has rest, till thou hast justice. 
Mon, My brother ! 
. Cham, Yes, Monimia ; if thou think'st 
That I deserve the name, I am thy brother. 
Mon. O Castalio ! 
Cham. Ha! 
Name me that name again ! my souFs on fire 
Till I know* all! — There's meaning in that name : — 
I know he is thy husband ; therefore, trust me 
With all the following truth — 

Mon. Indeed, Chamont, 
There's nothing in it, but the fault of nature ; — 
I'm often thus seiz*d suddenly with grief, 
I know not why. 

Cham. You use me ill, Monimia — 
And I might think, with justice, most severely, 
Of this unfaithful dealing with your brother. 

Mon. Truly, I'm not to blame — suppose I'm fond. 
And grieve for what as much may please another? 
Should I upbraid thedearett friend on earth 
For the first fault? You would not do so, would 
you? 
Chant. Not if I'd cause to think it was a friend. 
Mon. Why do you then call this unfaithful deal- 
ing ?— 
I ne'er conceal'd my soul from you before : — 
Bear with me now, and search my wounds no far« 

ther; 
For every probing pains me to the heart. . 

Cham. 'Tis sign .there's danger in't, and mutt be 
prob'd. 
Where's your new husband? Still that thought disturbs 

you— 
What ! only ansWer me with tears! — Castalio ! — 

f5 
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Nay, now they stream : — 

Cruel, unkind, Castalio !— Is't not so ^ 

Man. 1 cannot speak ; — grief flows so fast upon me. 
It chokes, 9,nd will not let me tell the cause. . 
Oh 

Cham, My Monimia ! to my soul thou'rt dear 
As honour to my name : 
Why wilt tho\i ^ot repose within my breast 
The anguish that torments thee? 

Mon. Oh! 1 dare not. 

Cham. I have no friend, but thee. 
Two unhappy orphans, 
Alas, we are ! and, when I see thee grieve, 
Methinks, it is a part of me that su£fers. 

Mon, Could you be secret ? 

Cham, Secret as the grave. 

Mxm, But, when Tve told you, will you keep your 
fury 
Within its bounds? — Will you not do some rash 
And horrid mischief? For, indeed, Chamont, 
You would not think, how hardly I've been us'd 
From a dear friend ;— from one, that has my soul 
A slave, and, therefore, treats it like a tyrant, 

Cham, I will be calm : — But, has Castalio wrong'd 
thee? 
Has he already wasted all his love ? 
What has he done ? quickly ! for I'm all trembling 
With expectation of a horrid tale ! 

Mon, Oh ! could you think it ! 

Cham. What? 

Mon. I fear he'll kill me ! 

Cham, Ha! 

Mon, Indeed, I do: — he's strangely cruel to me; 
Which, if it last, I'm sure must break my heart. 

Cham, What has he done? 

Mon, Most barbarously usM me. 
At dawn of day he rose, and left his conquest. 
But when we met, and I, with open arms, 
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Ran to embrace the lord of all my wishes, 
Oh then !— 

Cham, Go on ! 

Mon. He threw me from his breast. 
Like a detested sin. 

Cham. How! 

Mon. As I hung, too, 
Upon his knees, and begg'd to know the cause^ 
He dragged me, like a slave, upon the earth. 
And had no pity on my cries. 

Cham. How ! did he 
Dash thee disdainfully away with scorn? 

Mon. He did! 

Cham. What ! throw thee from him } 

Mon. Yes, indeed he did ! 

Cham. So may this arm ' 
Throw him to th' earth, like a dead dog. despised* 
Lameness and leprosy ; blindness and lunacy ; 
Poverty, shame, pride, and the name of villain, 
Light on me, if, Castalio, I forgive thee ! 

Mon. Nay, now, Chamont, art thou unkind as 
he is ! — 
Did'st thou hot promise me, thou would'st be calm? 
Keep my disgrace concealed f 
Alas, I love him still ! And though I ne'er 
Clasp him again within these longing arms, 
Yet bless him, bless him, gods ! where'er he goes ! 

Enter Acasto. 

Acast. Sure, some ill fate is towards me — in my 
house 
I only meet with oddness and disorder. 
Just this very moment 
I met Castalio too 

Cham. Then you met a villain. 

Acast. Ha! 

Cham. Yes, a villain! 
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Acast, Hare a care, young soldier, 
How thou art too busy with Acasto's fame — 
1 have a sword, my arm's good old acquaintance : — 
Villain to thee. 

Cham. Curse on thy scandalous age. 
Which hinders me to rush upon thy throat, 
And tear the foot up of that cursed bramble ! 

Acast, Ungrateful ruffian! sure, my good old 
friend, 
Was ne'er thy father ! Nothing of him's in thee ! 
What have 1 done, in my unhappy age 
To be thus usM ! I scorn to upbraid thee, boy ! 
But I could put thee in remembrance— 

Cham. Do ! 

Acast. I scorn it. 

Cham. No, ril calmly hear the story; 
For I would fain know all, to see which scale 

Weighs most. Ha ! is not that good old Acasto ! 

What have I done ! — Can you forgive this folly ? 

Acast. Why dost thou ask it ? 

Cham. 'Twas the rude o'erflowing 
Of too much passion — Pray, my lord, forgive me. 

\Kned8. 

Acast, Mock me not, youth! I can revenge a 
wroni?. 

Cham. I know it well — but for this thought of 
mine. 
Pity a madman's phrensy, and forget it. 

Acast, 1 will — but, henceforth, pr'ythee, be more 
kind. [Raiies hm» 

Whence came the cause ? 

Cham. Indeed, I've been to blame ; 
For you've been my father — ' 

You've been her father too — 

[Takes MoNiMiA by the Handm 

Acast. Forbear the prologue, 
And let me know the substance of thy tale. 
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Cham, You took her up, a little tender flower^ 
Just sprouted on a bank, which the next frost 
Had nipp'd ; and with a careful, loving hand, 
Transplanted her into your own fair garden, 
Where the sun always shines: there long she flou- 

rish'd. 
Grew sweet to sense, and lovely to the eye, 
Till, at the last, a cruel spoiler came. 
Cropped this fair rose, and rifled all its sweetness, 
Then cast it like a loathsome weed away. 

Acast, You talk to me in parables, Chamont : 
You may have known, that Fm no wordy man. 
Fine speeches are the instruments of knaves, 
Or fools, that use them, when they want good sense: 
But honesty 
Needs no disguise or ornament. Be plain. 

Cham, Your son 

Acast. I've two ; and both, I hope, have honour. 
' Cham. I hope so too — but 

Acast. Speak. 

Cham, I must inform you, 
Once more, Castalio 

Acast, Still Castalio ! 

Cham, Yes — 
Your son, Castalio, has wrong'd Moniraia! 

Acast, Ha ! wrong'd her ? 

Cham, Marry'd her. 

Acast, Vm sorry for't. 

Cham, Why sorry? 
By yon blest Heav'n, there's not a loM 
But might be proud to take her to his heart. 

Acast, I'll not deny't. 

Cham, You dare not ; by the gods. 
You dare not. All your family combin'd, 
In one damn'd falsehood, to outdo Castalio, 
Dare not deny't, 

Acast, How has Castalio wrong'd her ? 
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Cham. Ask that of him — I say, my sister's wrong'd ; 
Monimia, my sister, born as high 
And noble, as Castalio. — Do her justice, , 
Or, by the gods, I'll lay a scene of blood, 
Shall make this dwelling horrible to nature. 
I'll do't — Hark you, my lord, your son Castalio, 
Take him to your closet, and there teach him manp 
ners. 

Jcmst. You shall have justice. 

Cham, Nay, I will have justice! 
Who'll sleep in safety, that has done me wrong f 
My lord, Til not disturb you to repeat 
The cause of this ; I beg you, (to preserve 
Your house's honour,) ask it of Castalio. 

Acast. Farewell, proud boy. — 
Monimia ! 

Mon, My lord. 

Jcast, You are my daughter. 

Mon, I am, my lord, if you'll vouchsafe to own 
me. 

Acast, When you'll complain to me, I'll prove a 
fether. [Exit. 

Mon. Now I'm undone for ever ; who on earth 
Is there so wretched as Monimia ? 
First by Castalio cruelly forsaken ; 
I've lost Acasto now, his parting frowns 
May well instruct me rage is in his heart, 
I shall be next abandon'd to my fortune, 
Thrust out, a naked wand'rer to the world, 
And branded for the mischievous Monimia ! 
What will become of me ! my cruel brother 
Is framing mischiefs too, for aught I know, 
That may produce bloodshed and horrid murder ! 
I would cot be the cause of one man's death. 
To reign the empress of the earth ; nay, more. 
I'd rather lose for ever my Castalio, 
My dear, unkind Ca&talio, [Sits. 
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Enter Poltdorb. 

PoL Monimia weeping ! 
I come, my love, to kiss all sorrow from thee : 
A\'hat mean these sighs ? and why thus beats thy 
heart? 
Mon, Let me alone to sorrow ; ^tis a cause 
None e'er shall know ; but it shall with me die. 

PoL Happy, Monimia, he, to whom these sighs. 
These tears, and all these languishings are paid ! 
I know your heart was never meant for me ; 
That jewel's for an elder brother's price. 
Mon, My lord ! 

PoL Nay, wonder not, last night I heard 
His oaths, your vows, and to my torment saw 
Your wild embraces : heard the appointment made ; 
I did, Monimia, and I curs'd the sound. 
Wilt thou be sworn, my love ? wilt thou be ne'«r 
Unkind again ? 

Mon. Banish such fruitless hopes ! 
Have you sworn constancy to my undoing ? 
Will you be ne'er my friend again ! 
PoL What means my love ? 
Mon, Away ! what meant my lord 
Last night? 

PoL Is that a question now to be demanded? 
I hope Monimia was not much displeased. 

Mon. Was it well done 
T' assault my lodging at the dead. of night, 
And threaten me, if I deny'd admittance-*--* 

You said, you were Castalio 

Pol. By those eyes. 
It was the same : I spent my time much better; 
I tell thee, illnatur'd fair one, I was posted 
To more advantage, on a pleasant hill 
Of springing joy, and everlasting sweetness. 
Mon, Ha! — have a care! 
PoL Where is the danger near ma ? . 
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Mon. I fear, you're on a rock, will wreck your 
quiet, 
And drown your soul in wretchedness for ever. 
A thousand horrid thoughts crowd on my memory. 
Will you be kind, and answer me one question ? 

Pol, Vd trust thee with my life; on those soft 
breasts, 
Breathe out the choicest secrets of my heart, 
Till I had nothing in it left but love. 

Mon, Nay, Til conjure you, by the gods and angels. 
By the honour of your name, that's most concerned, 
To tell me, Polydore, and tell me truly, 
Where did you rest last night ? 

Pol. Within thy arras 
I triumph'd — rest had been my foe. 

Mon, 'Tis done [She faints, 

Pol, She faints ! no )ielp ! who waits ? A curse 
Upon my vanity, that could not keep 
The secret of my happiness in silence ! 
Confusion ! we shall be surpris'd anon ; 
And consequently all must be betray'd. 
Monimia! — ^she breathes! — Monimia! 

Mon, Well 

Let mischiefs multiply! let every liour 

Of my loath'd life yield me increase of horror ! 

O let the sun, to these unhappy eyes. 

Ne'er shine again, but be eclips'd for ever ! 

May every thing, I look on, seem a prodigy^ 

To fill my soul with terrors, till I quite 

Forget 1 ever had humanity ! 

And grow a curser of the works of nature ! 

Pol, What means all this? 
Mon. O Polydore! if all 
The friendship e'er you vow'd to good Castalio 
Be not a falsehood ; if you ever lov'd 
Your brother, you've undone yourself and me. 

Pol. Which way can ruin reach the man that's rich, 
As I am, in possession of thy sweetness f 
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Mon. Oh ! I'm his wife ! 

Pol. What says Monimia ! 

Mon, rm Castalio's wife 1 

Pol. His marry 'd, wedded wife ! 

Mon, Yesterday's sun 
Saw it performed ! 

P(d. My brother's wife ! 

Oh ! thou may'st yet be happy ! 

Mon. Could'st thou be 
Happy, with such a weight upon thy soul ? 

Pol. It may be yet a secret — I'll go try 
To reconcile and bring Castalio to thee ! 
Whilst from the world I take myself away, 
And waste my life in penance for my sin. 

Mon. Then thou would'st more undo me : heap a 
load 
Of added sins upon my wretched head ! — 
Would'st thou again have me betray thy brother, 
And bring pollution to his arms? — Curs'd thought ! 
Oh ! when shall I be mad indeed ! {.Exit^ 

Pol. Then thus ril go- 
Full of our guilt, distr9,ct^ where to roam : 
111 find some place where adders nest in winter, 
Loathsome and venomous : where poisons hang 
Like gums against the walls : there 1*11 inhabit, 
And live up to the height of desperation. 
Desire shall languish, like a withering flower : 
Horrors shall fright me from those pleasing harms. 
And ril no more be caught with beauty's charms. 

[Exit. 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 



A Garden. 



Casta Lio li/ing on the Ground, 

Soft Music. 

Cast. See, vrhere the deer trot after one another : 
No discontent they know ; but in delightful 
Wildness and freedom, pleasant springs, fresh herbag^^ 
Calm harbours, lusty health and innocence, 
Enjoy their portion : — if they see a man, 
How will they turn together all, and gaz« 

Upon the monster 

Once in a season too, they taste of love : 
Only the beast of reason is its slave. 
And in that folly drudges all the year. 

Enter Acasto. 

Acast. Castalio! Castalio! 

Cast. Who's there ^ 

So wretched but to name Castalio? 

Acast. I hope my message may succeed. 

Cast. My father ! 
Tis joy to see you, tho' where sorrow's nourished. 

Acast. Castalio, you must go along with me. 
And see Monimia. 

Cast, Sure my lord but mocks me: 
Go vee Monimia ! 
3 
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Acast. I say, no more dispute. 
Complaints are made to me, that you have wronged 
her. 

Cast, Who has ^omplain'd i 

Acast. Her brother to my face proclaim'd her 
wrong'd 
And in such teflns, they've warm'd me. 

Cast. What terms : Her brother ! Heav'n ! 
Where learnt she that ? 
What, does she send her hero with defiance? 
He durst not, sure, affront you ? 

Acast, No, not much : 
But 

Cast. Speak, wl^at said he ? 

Acast. That thou wert a villain : 
Methinks I would not have thee thought a villain. 

Cast. Shame on the ill manner'd brute ! 
Your age secured him ; he durst not else have said so. 

Acast. By my sword, 
I would not see thee wrong'd, and bear it vilely: 
Though I have pasli'd my word she shall have jus* 
tice. 

Cast. Justice! to give her justice would undo her : 
Think you this solitude I now have chosen. 
Left Joys, just op'ning to my sense, sought here 
A place to curse my fate in, measured out 
My grave at length, wish*d to have grown one piece 
With this cold clay, and all without a cause } 

Enter CHAMOKTi 

Cham. Where is the hero, famous and renown'd 
For wronging innocence, and breaking vows ; 
Whose mighty spirit, and whose stubborn heart, 
No woman can appease, nor man provoke? 

Acast. I guess, Chamont, you come to seek Cat<- 
- ttlio. 

e % 
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Cham. I come to seek the husband of Monimia. 

Cast. The slave is here. 

Cham. I thought ere now to have found you 
Atoning for the ills you've done Chamont : 
For you have wrong d the dearest part of him. 
Monimia, young lord, weeps in his heart ; 
And all the tears thy injuries have drawn 
From her poor eyes, are drops of blood from hence. 

Cast. Then you ^re Chamont ? 

Ckam. Yes, and I hope no stranger 
To great Castalio. 

Cast. I've heard of such a' man. 
That has been very busy with my honour : 
I own I'm much indebted to you, sir. 
And here return the villain back again 
You sent me by my father. 

Cham. Thus I'll thank you. [Draws. 

Acast, By this good sword, who first presumes' to 
violence, 
Makes me his foe [Draws and interposes. 

Cast. Sir, in my younger years with care you taught 
me, 
That brave revenge was due to injur'd honour : 
Oppose not then the justice of my sword, 
Lest you should make me jealous of your love. 

Cham. Into thy father's arms thou fl/st for safety, 
Because thou know'st that place is sanctify'd 
With the remembrance of an ancient friendship. 

Cast. I am a villain, if I will not seek thee, 
Till I may be reveng'd for all the wrongs 
Done me by that ungrateful fair thou plead'st for. 

Cham. She wrong'd thee ! by that fury in my heart, 
Thy father's honour's not above Monimia's ; 
Nor was thy mother's truth and virtue fairer. 

Acast. Boy, don't disturb the ashes of the dead 
With thy capricious follies ; the remembrance 
Of the lo/d creature that once fill'd these arfas — 
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Ckam, Has not been wrong'd. 

Cast. It shall not. 

Cham. No, nor shall 
Monicnia, though a helpless Orphan, destitute 
Of friends and fortune, though th' unhappy sister 
Of poor Chamont, whose sword is all his portion, 
B' oppressed by thee, thou proud, imperious traitor ! 

Cast. Ha ! set me free. 

Cham. Come both. 

Cast. Sir, if you'd have me think you did not take 
This opportunity to show your vanity, " 
Let's meet some other time, when by ourselves 
We fairly may dispute our wrongs together. 

Cham. Till then I am Castalio's friend. 
«« Acast, Would Fd been absent when this boisterous 

brave • 
Came to disturb thee thus : I'm griev'd I hinder'd 
Thy just resentment But Monimia 

Cast. Damn her. 

Acast. Don't curse her. 

Cast. Didl? 

Acastt, Yes. 

Cast. I'm sorry for't. 

Acast. Methinks, if, as I guess, the fault's bat small, 
It might be pardonM. 
• Catt. No. 

Acast. What has she done ? 

Cast. That she's my wife, may Heaven and you 
forgive me ! 

Acast. Be reconcil'd then. 

Cast. No. 

Acast. For my sake, 
Casta! io, and the quiet of my age. 

Cast. Why will you urge a thing, my nature starts 
at? 

Acast. Pr'ythee forgive her. 

Cast. Lightnings first shall blast me. 

Q 3 
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I tell you, were she prostrate at my feet. 
Full of her sex's best dissembled sorrows, 
And all that wondrous beauty of her own, 
My heart might break, but it should never soften^ 

Enter Florella. 

Flor. My lord, where are you ? 
Oh, show me quickly where's Castalio? 

Acast, Why, what's the business f 

Tlor, Oh, the poor Monimia! 

Cast. Ha ! 

Acast. Whafs the matter ? 

Fhr. Hurry'd by despair. 
She flies with fury over all the house ; 
Through every room of each apartment, crying, 
** Where's my Castalio ? Give me my Castalio !** 
Except she sees you, sure she'll grow distracted ! 

Cast. Ha ! will she? Does she name Castalio ? 
And with such tenderness ? Conduct me quickly 
To the poor, lovely mourner. 

Acast. Then wilt thou go? Blessings attend thy 
purpose ! 

Cast. I cannot hear Monimia's soul's in sadness, 
And be a man : my heart will not forget her, 

Acast. Delay not then, but haste, and cheer thy 
love. 

Cast, Oh 1 1 will throw my impatient arms about 
her; 
In her soft bosom sigh my soul to peace, 
Till through the panting breast she 'finds the way 
To mould my heart, and make it what she will. 
Monimia! Oh! [Exeunt* 
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A Chamber, 

Enter Monimia. 

Mon. Stand off, and give me room ; 
I will not rest, till I have found Castalio, 
My wish's lord, comely as rising day, 
Amidst ten thousand eminently known ! 
Flowers spring up where'er he treads, his eyes. 
Fountains of brightness, cheering all about him ? 
When will they shine on me ? Oh, stay, my soul ! 
I cannot die in peace, till I have seen him* 

Enter Castalio. 

Cast, Who talks of dying, with a voice so sweet, 
That life's in love with it } 

Man. Hark ! 'tis he that answers. 
Where art thou ? 

Cast. Here, my love, 

Man. No nearer, lest I vanish. 

Cast. Have I been in a dream then all this while ? 
And art thou but the shadow of Monimia ? 
Why dost thou fly me thus ? 

Mon, Oh ! were it possible that we could drown 
In dark oblivion but a few past hours, 
We might be happy. 

Cast. Wt then so hard, Monimia, to forgive 
A fault, where humble love, like mine, implores thee? 
For I must love thee, though it prove my ruin. 
Which way shall I court thee ? 
What shall I do to be enough thy slave, 
And satisfy the lovely pride that's in thee ? 
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Ill kneel to thee, and weep a flood before thee. 
Yet pr'ythee, tyrant, break not quite my heart, 
But when my task oT penitence is done, 
Heal it again, and comfort me with love. 

Mon, If I am dumb, Castalio, and want words 
To pay tbce back this mighty tenderness, 
It is because I look on thee with horror. 
And cannot see the man I have so wrong'd. 

Cast. Thou hast not wrong'd me. 

Man. Ah ! alas, thou talk'st 
Just as thy poor heart thinks : have not I wrong'4 
thee? 

Cast, No. 

Mon. Still thou wander'st in the dark, Castalio, 
But wilt, ere long, stumble on horrid danger. 

Cast, My better angel, then do thou inform me 
What danger threatens me, and where it lies ; 
Why did'st thou, (pr ythee smile, and tell me why) 
When I stood wailing underneath the window, 
Th6 dropping dews fell cold upon my head, 
Darkness inclosed, and the winds whistled round me ; 
With which my mournful sighs made such sad mu- 
sic. 
As might have mov'd the hardest heart ; why wert 

thou 
Deaf to my cries, and senseless of my pains } 

Mon. Did 1 not beg thee to forbear inquiry ? 
Bead'st thou not something in my face, that speaks 
Wonderful change, and horror from within me? 

Cast, Then there is something yet, which Fve hoi 
known. 
What dost thou mean by horror and forbearance 
Of mere inquiry ? Tell me, I beg thee, tell me ; 
And don't betray me to a second madness. 

Mon, Must I ? 

Cast. If, lab'ring in the pangs of death, 
Thou would'st do any thing to give me ease, 
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Unfold this riddle, ere my thoughts grow wild, 
And let in fears of ugly form upon me. 

Mon: My heart won't let me speak it ; but remem- 
ber ? 
Monimia, poor Monimia, tells you this, 
We ne'er must meet again-— 

Cast. Ne'er meet again ! 

Mon. No, never. 

Cast. Where's the power 
On earth, that dares not look like thee, and say so ? 
Thou art my heart's inheritance ; T serv'd 
A long and faithful slavery for thee : 
And who shall rob me of the dear bought blessing ? 

Mon. Time will clear all ; but now let this content 
you; 
Heaven has decreed, and therefore I've resoVdj 
(With torment I niust tell it thee, Castalio) 
Ever to be a stranger to thy love. 
In some far distant country waste my life. 
And from this day to see thy face no more. 

Cast. Where am I ? Sure I wander 'midst enchant- 
ment. 
And never more shall find the way to rest ; 
Why tum'st thou from me ; I'm alone already. 
Methinks I stand upon a naked beach, 
Sighing to winds, and to the seas complaining. 
Whilst afar off the vessel sails away, 
Where all the treasure of my soul's embark'd ; 
Wilt thou not turn? — Oh! could those eyes but 

speak, 
I should know all, for love is pregnant in 'em ; 
They swell, they press their beams upon me still : 
Wilt thou not speak ? If we must part forever, 
Give me but one kind word to think upon. 
And please myself withal, whilst my heart's break- 
ing. 

Mon. Ah ! poor Castalio ! [Exit Monimia. 
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Cast, What iheans all this ? Why all this stir to 
plague 
A single wretch ? If but your word can shake 
This world to atoms, ^hy so much ado 
With me ? think me but dead, and lay me so. 

Enter Polydore. 

Pol. To live, and live a torment to myself, 
What dog would bear't, that knew but his condi- 
tion? 
We've little knowledge, and that makes us cowards, 
Because it cannot tell us what's to come. 

Cast. Who's there ? 



PoL Why, what art thou ? 

Cast. My brother Polydore ? 

Po^'My name is Polydore. 

Cast. Canst thou inform me 

Pol. Of what ? 

Cast. Of my Monimia ? 

Pol. No. Good day ! 

Cast. In haste ! 
Methinks my Polydore appears in sadness. 

Pol. Indeed ! and so to me does my Castalio* 

Cast. Do I ? 

Pol. Thou dost. 

Cast. Alas, I've wondrous reason ; 
I'm strangely alter'd, brother, since I saw thee. 

Pol. Why ? 

Cast. Oh! to tell thee would but put thy heart 
To pain ! Let me embrace thee but a little, 
And weep upon thy neck ; I would repose 
Within thy friendly bosom all my follies ; 
For thou wilt pardon 'em, because they're mine. 

Po/. Be not too credulous ; consider first. 
Friends may be false. Is there no friendship false ? 

Cast* Why dost thou ask me that ? Does this ap- 
pear 
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Like a false friendship, when, with open arms 
And streaming eyes, I run upon thy breast; 
Oh ! 'tis in thee alone I must have comfort ! 

Pol, I fear, Castalio, I have none to give thee. 

Cast. Dost thou not love me, then ? 

PoL Oh, more than life: 
I never had a thought of my Castalio, 
Might wrong the friendship, we had vow'd together: 
Hast thou dealt so by me ? 

Cast, I hope I have. 

PoL Then tell me why this mourning, this dig- 
order ? 

Cast. O Polydore, I know not how to tell thee ; 
Shame rises in my face, and interrupts 
The story of my tongue. 

PoL 1 grieve, my friend 
Knows any thing which he's asham'd to tell me ; 
Or did'st thou e'er conceal thy thoughts from Poly* 
dore? 

Cast. Oh, much too oft ; 
But let me here conjure thee, 
By all the kind affection of a brother, 
(For I'm asham'd to call myself thy friend) 
Forgive me. 

PoL Well, go on. 

Cast, Our destiny con triv'd 
To plague us both with one unhappy love ! 
Thou, like a friend, a constant, gen'rous friend, 
In its first pangs didst trust me with thy passion. 
Whilst I still smooth'd my pain with smiles before 

thee, 
And made a contract I ne'er meant to keep. 

PoL How ! 

Cast, Still new ways I studied to abuse thee. 
And kept thee as a stranger to my passion, 
Till yesterday I wedded with Monimia. 

PoL Ah, Castalio, was that well done f 

Cast, No^ toconceartfTomthee,wasmucha fault. 
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Pol. A fault ! when thou hast heard 
The tale Til tell, what wilt thou call it then ! 

Cast. How my heart throbs ! 

Pd. First, for thy friendship, traitor, 
I canceFt thus ; after this day FU ne'er 
Hold trust or converse with the false Castalio ! 
This, witness Heaven ! 

Cast. What will my fate do with me ? 
I've lost all happiness, and know not why ! 
What means this, brother ? 

PoL Perjur'd, treacherous wretch ! 
Farewell ! 

Cast. I'll be thy slave, and thou shalt use me 
Just as thou wilt, do but forgive me. 

Pol. Never, 

Cast. Oh! think a little what thy heart is doing : 
How, from our infancy, we hand in hand 
Have trod the path of life in love together. 
One bed has held us, and the same desires,. 
The same aversions, still employ'd our thoughts. 
Whene'er had I a friend, that was riot Polydore's, 
Or Polydore a foe, that was not mine ? 
E'en in the woml>w'embrac'd, and wilt thou now, 
For the first fault, abandon and forsake me ? 
Leave me, amidst afflictions, to myself, 
Plunged in the gulf of grief, and none to help me ? 

PoL Go to Monimia ; in her arms thoul't £nd 
Repose ; she has the art of healing sorrows. 

Cast. What arts? 

Pol. Blind wretch ! thou husband ! there's a ques- • 
lion ! 
Is she not a 

Cast. What! 

PoL Whore? I think that word needs no explain^ 
ing. 

Cast. Alas ! I can forgive e'en this to thee : 
But, let me tell thee, Polydore, I'm griev'd 
2 
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To find thee guilty of such low revenge, 

To wrong that virtue, which thou could'st not ruin ! 

Pol. It seems, I lie, then ! 

Cast. Should the bravest roan, 
That e'er wore conquering sword, but dare to whisper 
What thou proclaim'st, he were the worst of liars : 
My friend may be mistaken. 

Fol. Damn the evasion ! 
Thou mean'st the worst ! and he's a base-born villain, 
That said, I ly'd. 

Cast, Do draw thy sword, and thrust it through 
my heart ; 
There is no joy in life, if thou art lost. 
A base-bom villain ! 

FoL Yes ! thou never cam'st 
From old Acasto's loins : the midwife put 
A cheat upon my mother ; and, instead 
Of a true brother, in the cradle by me, 
Plac'd some coarse peasant's cub, and thou art he! 

Cast, Thou art my brother still. 

Fol. Thou ly'st ! 

Cast. Nay, then ! [He drams. 

Yet I am calm. 

Fol, A coward's afways so. 

Cast, Ah ! — ah !— that stings home : Coward ! 

Fol, Ay, base-born coward ! villain ! 

Cast. This to thy heart, then, though my mother 
bore thee ! 

[They fight ; Polydore drops his Sxvord^ 
and runs on Castalio's. 

Fol, Now my Castalio is again my friend. 

Cast, What have I done! my sword is in thy 
breast. 

Fol, So I would have it be, thou best of men. 
Thou kindest brother, and thou truest friend ! 

Cast. Ye gods ! we 're taught, that all your works 
are justice : 

H 
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Ye're painted merciful, and friends to innocence : 
If sOy then why these plagues upon my head f 

Pol. Blame not the heav'^is: here lies thy fate, 
Castalio ! 
Th'are not the gods, 'tis Polydore has wrong'd thee: 
I've stain'd thy bed ; thy spotless marriage joys 
Have been polluted by thy brother's lust. 

Cast. By thee ! 

Pol. By me ; last night the horrid deed 
Was done, when all things slept but rage and incest. 

Cast. Now Where's Mouimia? Oh! 

Enter Monimia. 

Mon, I'm here : who calls me ? 
Methought I heard a voice. 
Sweet as the shepherd's pipe upon the mountains, 
When all his little flock's at feed before him. 
But what means this i here's blood ! 

Cast. Ay, brother's blood ! 
Art thou prepar'd for everlasting pains ? 

Pol. Oh ! let me charge thee, by tV eternal Justice, 
Hurt not her tender life ! 

Cast. Not kill her ? Rack me, 
Ye pow'rs above, with all your choicest torments^ 
Horror of mind, and pains yet uninvented, 
If I not practise cruelty upon her, 
And wreak revenge some way yet never known. 

Mon. That task myself have finish'd : I shall die 
Before we part: I've drunk a healing draught 
For all my cares, and never more shall wrong thee. 

Pol. Oh, she's innocent. 

Cast, Tell me that story, 
And thou wilt make a wretch of mc indeed. 

Pol. Had'st thou, Castalio, us'd me like a friend. 
This nc er had happen'd : had'st thou let me know 
Thy marriage, we had all now met in joy ; 
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But, ignorant of that^ 

Hearing th* appointment made, enrag'd to think 
Thou had'st undone me in successful love, 
I, in the dark, went and supply'd thy place ; 
Whilst all the night, 'midst our triumphant joys^ 
The trembling, tender, kind, deceived Monimia, 
Embraced, catess'd, and call'd me her Castalio. 

[Dies. 

Cast. And all this is the work of my own fortune ! 
None but myself could e'er have been so curs'd ! 
My fatal love, alas ! has ruin'd thee, 
Thou fairest, goodliest frame the gods e*er made, 
Or ever human eyes and hearts ador'd ! 
I've murder'd too my brother ? 
Why would'st thou study ways to damn me farther, 
And force the sin of parricide upon me ? 

Mon. Now, my Castalio, the most dear of men, 
Wilt thou receive pollution to thy bosom, 
And close the eyes of one that has betrsly'd thee ? 

Cast. Oh, I'm the unhappy wretch, whose cursed 
fate 
Has weigh'd thee down into destruction with him : 
Why then thus kind to me ? 

Man, When I'm laid low i'tV grave, and quite for* 
gotten, 
Ma/st thou be happy in a fairer bride ! 
But none can ever love thee like Monimia. 
When I am dead, as presently I shall be, 
(For the grim tyrant grasps my heart already) 
Speak well of me : and, if you find ill tongues 
Too busy with my fame, don't hear me wrong'd : 
Twill be a noble justice to the memory 
Of a poor wretch, once honour'd with thy love. 

[Dies, 

Cast. If I survive thee ! what a thought was that ! 
Thank Heav'n, I go prepar'd against that curse. 

H 2 
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Enter Chamont and Acasto. 

Cham. Gape, earth, and swallow me to quick do- 
structioD, 
If I forgive your house! 
Ye've overpower*d me now ! 

But, hear me, Heav'n!— Ah! here's a scene of death! 
My sister, my Monimia, breathless! — —Now, 
Ye pow'rs above, if ye have justice, strike ! 
Strike bolts through me, and through the cursM Caa* 
talio ! 
Cast. Stand oflf ! thou hot-brain'd, boist'rous, noisy 
ruffian! 
And leave me to my sorrows! 

Ckam. By the love 
I bore her living, I will ne'er forsake her; 
But here remain, till my heart burst with sobbing. 
Cast. Vanish, I charge thee ! or— — 

[Draxctf a Dagger* 

Qham. Thou canst not kill me ! 
That would be kindness, and against thy nature! 

Acast. What means Castalio? Sure thou wilt aot 
pull 
More sorrows on thy aged father's head ! 

Cast. Thou, unkind Chamont, 
Unjustly hast pursu'd me with thy hate. 
And sought the life of him, that never wrong'd thee: 
Now, if thou wilt embrace a noble vengeance. 
Come join with me, and curse— 

Cham. What? 

Cast. First thyself. 
As 1 do, and the hour that gave thee birth. 

Acast. Have patience. 

Cast. Patience! preach it to the winds, 
To roaring seas, or raging fires I the knaves. 
That teach it, laugh at ye when ye believe them. 
Strip me of all the common neediis of life^ 
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Scald me with leprosy, let friends forsake me^ 
ni bear it all ; bur, curs'd to the degree 
That I am now, 'tis this must give me patience : 
Thus I find rest, and shall complain no more. 

\Staha himself, 
Chamont, to thee, my birthright I bequeath ; — 
Comfort my mourning father — heal his griefis ; 

[Ac A%TO faints into the Arms of a Servant. 
For I perceive they fall with weight upon him* ■ » 
And, for Monimia's sake, whoih thou wilt find 

I never wrong'd, be kind to poor Senna 

Now all I beg is, lay me in one grave 

Thus with my love Farewell! I now am — nothing. 

[Dies. 
Cham. Take care of good Acasto, whilst I go 
To search the means by which the fates have plagu'd 

us. 
Tis thus, that Heav'n its empire does maintain : 
It may afflict ; but man must not complain. 

[Exeunt Omnes, 



THE END. 
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REMARKS. 



The author of this popular tragedy died in the 
reign of Charles the second. He was the son of a 
clergyman, and was born at Trotting, in Sussex, where 
his father resided, in 16*51. 

Otway received his early education at a school 
near Winchester, and then became a commoner of 
Christ Church, Oxford. Soon after his return from 
the university, his passionate admiration of dramatic 
amusements, induced him to venture his abilities on 
the stage, as an actor : In this attempt he wholly mis- 
took the department of the theatre, which his talents 
were calculated to grace: but not till he had changed 
the profession of a comedian for that of a soldier, 
and had served in Flanders as a cornet of horse, did 
he try the force of his genius in the art, by which he 
has procured his renown. 

" Venice Preserved" is the favourite woric of Otway* 
It is played repeatedly every year ; except when an 
order from the Lord Chamberlain forbids its repre- 
sentation, lest some of the speeches of Pierre should 
be applied, by the ignorant part of the audience, to 

certain men, or assemblies, in the English state. 
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The story of this play is taken from St. Real's Con- 
spiracy of the Marquis de Bedamar, and the Duke 
d'Ossuna, against the republic of Venice: and, 
amongst a great deal of political declamation, anger, 
and fury, is interwoven the tenderest, and most 
pathetic distress. It is Otway's highest praise, that 
he moves his audience to pity, more than any other 
dramatic writer. 

The passion of love, finely portrayed on the stage, 
is supposed to engage every heart, because it is sup- 
posed, that every heart has already been softened by 
its power. — But, although an audience be chiefly 
composed of the unmarried part of society, still con- 
jugal love has a deeper interest in the bosom of every 
auditor, than any other affection. The connubial state 
of Jaflier and Belvidera causes that sympathy in their 
grief from beholders, which, neither the harmonious 
numbers of the poet, nor the exquisite acting of the 
performers, could awaken, merely on the part of two 
lovers. Some passages of this tragedy have, however, 
been attributed to the sentiments which the author's 
own sufferings inspired, rather than to the fictitious 
woes of those, his creatures of imagination. — 

Though the poverty of authors be proverbial, Ot- 
way appears to have been among the poorest, and 
most destitute of all the class. The following lines, 
spoken by Jaffier, were, probably, written with the ex-* 
act feelings, which his own distresses had aroused. 

** There's not a wretch, that lives on common charity^ 
<' But's happier than me: for I have known 
^* The luscious sweets of plenty," &c. 
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And farther, 

" Tell me why, good Heaven, 

*^ Thou mad'st me what I am, with all the spirit, 

^' Aspiring thoughts, and elegant desires, 

'^ That fill the happiest man ? 

'' Why have I sense to know the curse that's on me ? 

It is reported, that the author of '* Venice .Preserv- 
ed'' perished for want of food : and, whatsoever well- 
disposed person shall read his Dedication of this very 
tragedy to the Duchess of Portsmouth (one of King 
Charles's mistresses), wherein he calls her — " The pi- 
ous mother of a prince, whose blooming virtues de- 
clare the mighty stock he comes from" — such reader 
will own, that, if he were starved to death, the event 
at least, did some honour to his patroness; — as it 
showed her proper contempt for his base flattery. 
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VENICE PRESERVED. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENB I. 



St. Mark's. 



Enter Priuli and Jaffiee. 

PriulL No more I Til hear no more ! begone, and 
leave me ! 

Jaff. Not hear me ! by my sufferings, but you shall! 
My lord — my lord ! Vm not that abject wretch 
You think me. Patience ! where's the distance throws 
Me baci( so far, but I may boldly speak 
In right, though proud oppression will not hear me? 

Priuli. Have you not wrong'd me ? 

Jqff'. Gould my nature e'er 
Have brook'd injustice, or the doing wrongs, 
I need not now thus low have bent myself 
To gain a hearing from a cruel father.— p 
"Wrong'd you ? 

Priuli, Y€8, wrong'd me ! in the nicest pointy 
T|ie honour of my house, you've done me wrong. 
nvL may. remember (for I now wil4 speal^, 
And urge its baseness) when you first came home 
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From travel, with such hopes as made you look*d on 
By all men's eyes, a youth of expectation ; 
Pleas'd with your growing virtue, I receiv'd you ; 
Courted, and sought to raise you to your merits ; 
My house, ray table, nay, my fortune too, 
My very self was yours ; you might have us'd me 
To your best service ; like an open friend 
I treated, trusted you, and thought you mine ; 
When, in requital of my best endeavours, 
You treacherously practised to undo me ; 
Seduc'd the weakness of my age's darling. 
My only child, and stole her from my bosom. 
Oh! Belvidera! 

Jaff, Tis to me you owe her : 
Childless you had been else, and in the grave 
Your name extinct ; no more Priuli heard of. * 
You may remember, scarce five years are past, 
Since in your brigantine you saiKd to see 
The Adriatic wedded by our duke; 
And I was with you ; your unskilful pilot 
Dash'd us upon a rock ; when to your boat 
You made for safety; enter'd first yourself; 
Th' affrighted Belvidera, following next. 
As she stood trembling on the vessel's side, 
Was by a wave wash'd off into the deep : 
When instantly I plung'4 into the sea. 
And buifetting the billows to her rescue, 
Redeem'd her life with half the loss of mine. 
Like a rich conquest, in one hand I bore her, ^ 
And with the other dash'd the saucy waves, 
That throng'd and press'd to rob me of my prize. 
I brought her, gave her to your despairing arms ; 
Indeed you thank'd me ; but a nobler gratitude 
Rose in her soul : for from that hour she lov'd me, 
Till for her life she paid me with herself. 

PriulL You stole her from me ; like a thief yoti 
stole her. 
At dead of night ; that cursed hour you chose 
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To rifle me of all my heart held dear. 
May all your joys in her prove false, like mine! 
A sterile fortune, and a barren bed, 
Attend you both: continual discord make 
Your days and nights bitter and grievous still: 
May the hard hand of a vexatious need 
Oppress and grind you ; till at last you find 
The curse of disobedience all your portion. 

Jaff, Half of your curse you have bestow'd in vain, 
Heav'n has already crown'd our faithful loves 
With a young boy, sweet as his mother's beauty : 
May he live to prove more gentle than his grandsire. 
And happier than his father. 

Prhdi. Rather live 
To bait thee for his bread; and din your ears 
With hungry cries ; whilst his unhappy mothei 
Sits down and weeps in bitterness of \^ant. 

Jajf, You talk as if 'twould please you. 

Priuli. Twould, by Heav'n ! 

Jaff, 'Would 1 were in my grave! 

Priuli. And she too with thee : 
For, living here, you're but my curs'd remembrancers. 
I once was happy. 

Jaff, You use me thus, because you know my soul 
Is fond of Belvidera, You perceive 
My life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me. 
Were I that thief, the doer of such wrongs 
As you upbraid me with, what binders me 
But i might send her back to you with contumely. 
And court my fortune where she would be kinder ? 

Priuli, You dare not do't. 

Jaff. Indeed, my lord, I dare not. 
My heart, that awes me, is too much my master : 
Three ye^rs are past, since first our vows were plighted, 
During which time, the world must bear me witness, 
I've treated Belvidera, like your daughter, 
The daughter of a senator of Venice : 
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Distinction, place, attendance, and observance^ 
Due to her birth, she always has commanded: 
Out of Tny little fortune I've done this ; 
Because (tho' hopeless e'er to win your nature) 
The world might see I lov'd her for herself; 
Not as the heiress of the great Priuli. < 

Friuli. No more. . 

Jaffn Yes, all, and then adieu for ever. 
There's not a wretch, that lives on common charity, 
But's happier than me; for I have known 
The luscious sweets of plenty ; every night 
Have slept with soft content about my head, 
And never wak'd, but to a joyful morning : 
Yet now must fall, like a full ear of corn. 
Whose blossom 'scap'd, yet's withered in the ripening. 

Friuli, Home, and be humble ; study to retrench ; 
Discharge the lazy vermin of thy hall, 
Those pageants of thy folly : 
Reduce Ihe glitt'ring trappings of thy wife 
To humble weeds, fit for thy little state : 
Then to some suburb cottage both retire; 
Drudge to feed loathsome life; get brats and starve — 
Home, home, I say. [Exit* 

Jaff, Yes, if my heart would let me— — 
This proud, this swelling heart: home I would go, 
But that my doors are hateful to my eyes, 
Piird and damm'd up with gaping creditors : 
I've now not fifty ducats in the world. 
Yet still I am in love, and pleas'd with ruin. 

Oh Belvidera ! Oh ! she is my wife 

And we will bear our wayward fate together^ 
But ne'er know comfort more. 

Enter Pierre. 

Pierre, My friend, good-morrow. 
How fares the honest partner of my heart ? 
What, melancholy ! not a word to spare me ! 
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Jaff, I'm thinking, Pierre, how that damn'd start- 
ing quality, 
Caird honesty, got footing in the world. 

Pierre. Why, powerful villany first set it up, 
For its own ease and safety. Honest men 
Are the soft easy cushions on which knaves 
Repose and fatten. Were all mankind villains. 
They'd starve each other ; lawyers would want prac? 

tice, 
Cut-throats rewards : each man would kill his brother 
Himself; none would be paid or hang'd for murder. 
Honesty ! 'twas a cheat invented first, 
To bind the hands of bold deserving rogues. 
That foob and cowards might sit safe in power, 
And lord it uncontrolled above their betters. 

Jqf, Then honesty is but a notion? 

Pierre. Nothing else ; 
like wit, much talk'd of, not to be defin'd: 
He, that pretends to most, too, has least share in't. 
Tis a ragged virtue. Honesty ! no more on't. 

J<^. Sure thou art honest? 

Pierre. So, indeed, men think me ; 
But they are mistaken, Jaffier : I am a rogue 
As well as they ; 

A fine, gay, bold-fac*d villain as thou seest me. 
*ris true, 1 pay my debts, when they're contracted ; 
I steal from no man ; would not cut a throat 
To gain admission to a great man's purse, 
Or a whore's bed ; I'd not betray my friend. 
To get his place or fortune; I scorn to flatter 
A blown up fool above me, or crush the wretch beneath 

me;' 
Yet, Jaffier, for all this I am a villain. 

Jqf. A villain! 

Pierre. Yes, a most notorious villain ; 
To see the sufferings of my fellow-creatures. 
And own myself a man ; to see our senators 
Cheat the deluded people with a show 
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• Of liberty, which yet they ne'er must taste of. 
They say, by them our hands are free from fetters ; 
Yet whom they please they lay in basest bonds ; 
Bring whom they please to infamy and sorrow ; 
Drive us, like wrecks, down the rough tide of power^ 
Whilst no hold's left to save us from destruction. 
All, that bear this are villains, and I one, 
. Not to rouse up at the great call of nature, 
And check the growth of these domestic spoilers. 
That make us slaves, and tell us 'tis our charter. 

Jaff, I think no safety can be here for virtue. 
And grieve, my friend, as much as thou, to live 
In such a wretched state as this of Venice, 
Whore all agree to spoil the public good. 
And villains fatten with the brave man's labours. 

Pierre. We've neither safety, unity, nor peace, my 
friend, 
For the foundation's lost of common good ; 
Justice is lame, as well as blind, amongst us ; 
The laws (corrupted to their ends that make them) 
Serve but for instruments of some new tyranny, 
That every day starts up, t'enslave us deeper. 
Now could this glorious cause but find out friends 
To do it right, O Jaffier ! then might'st thou 
Not wear those seals of woe upon thy face ; 
The pruud Priuli should be taught humanity, 
And learn to value such a son as thou art. 
I dare not speak, but my heart bleeds this moment. 

Jaff". Curs'd be the cause, tho* I, thy friend, be pari 
on't : 
Let me partake the troubles of thy bosom. 
For I am us'd to misery, and perhaps 
May find a way to sweeten't to thy spirit. 

Pierre* Too soon 'twill reach thy knowledge — 

Jqf. Then from thee 
Let it proceed. There's virtue in thy friendship. 
Would make the saddest tale of sorrow pleasing. 
Strengthen my constancy, and welcome ruin. 
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Pierre, Then thou art ruin'd ! 

Jojff^, That I long since knew ; 
I and ill fortune have been long acquaintance. 

Pierre. I passed this very moment by thy doors. 
And found them guarded by a troop of villains; 
The sons of public rapine were destroying. 
They told me, by the sentence of the law, 
They had commission to seize all thy fortune : 
Nay, more, Priuli's cruel hand had sign'd it. 
Here stood a ruffian, with an horrid face, 
Lording it o'er a pile of massy plate, 
Tumbled into a heap for public sale : 
There was another making villanous jests 
At thy undoing : he had ta'en possession 
Of all thy ancient most domestic ornaments, 
The very bed, which, on thy wedding night, 
Receiv'd thee to the arms of Belvidera, 
The scene of all thy joys, was violated 
By the coarse hands of filthy dungeon villains, 
And thrown amongst the common lumber. 

Jqff^, Now, thank Heaven ! 

Pierre. Thank Heaven ! for what i 

Jqf. That I'm not worth a ducat. 

Pierre. Curse thy dull stars, and the worse fate of 
Venice, 
Where iK'otheis, friends, and fathers, all are false ; 
Where there's no truth, no trust ; where innocence 
Stoops under vile oppression, and vice lords it. 
Hadst thou but seen, as I did, how, at last. 
Thy beauteous Belvidera, like a wretch. 
That's doom'd to banishment, came weeping forth. 
Whilst two young virgins, on whose arm she lean*d^ 
Kindly look'd up, and at her grief grew sad, 
As if they catch'd the sorrows that fell from her : 
£v'n the lewd rabble, that were gather'd round 
To see- the sight, stood mute when they beheld her ; 
Govern'd their roaring throats, and grumbled pity ; 
1 could have hugg'd the greasy rogues; they pleas'd me. 

c 
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3aff* I thank thee for this story, from my soul ; 
Since now I know the worst that can befall me. 
Ah, Pierre ! I have a heart that could have bome^ 
The roughest wrong my fortune could have done me ; 
But when I think what Belvidera feels, 
The bitterness her tender spirits taste of, 
I own myself a coward : bear my weakness ; 
If, throwing thus my arms about thy neck, 
I play the boy, and blubber in thy bosom. 
Oh, I shall drown thee with my sorrows. 

Pierre. Burn, 
First, bum and level Venice to thy ruin. 
What ! starve, like beggars' brals, in frosty weather, 
Under a hedge, and whine ourselves to death ! 
Thou, or thy cause, shall never want assistance, 
Whilst I have blood or fortune fit to serve thee : 
Command my heart, thou'rt every way its master. 

Jajf, No ; there's a secret pride in bravely dying. 

Pierre. Rats die in holes and corners, dogs run 
mad ; 
Man knows a braver remedy for sorrow ; 
Revenge, the attribute of gods ; they stamp'd it, 
With their great image, on our natures. Die ! 
Consider well the cause, that calls upon thee ; 
And, if thou*rt base enough, die then. Remember 
Thy Belvidera suffers ; Belvidera! 
Die ! — damn first ! — What 1 be decently interr'd 
In a churchyard, and mingle thy brave dust 
With stinking rogues, that rot in winding-sheets, 
Surfeit-slain fools, the common dung o'th' soil ! 

Jaf. Oh ! 

Pierre. AVell said, out with't, swear a little . 

Jaff. Swear ! By sea' and air; by earth, by Heav*n 
and hell, 
I will revenge my Belvidera's tears ! 
Hark thee, my friend— Priuli — is — a senator ! 

Pierre. A dog ! 



-^■i 
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Pierre, Shoot him ! 

Jaj: With all my heart ! 
No more — where shall we meet at night? 

Pierre. Ill tell thee : 
Oa the Rialto, every night at twelve, 
1 take my evening's walk of meditation : 
There we t^o will meet, and talk of precious 
Mischie f 

Jfl^. Farewell I 

Pierre, At twelve, 

Jqf, At any hour ; my plagues 
Will keep me waking. [Exit Pier&I. 

Tell me why, good Heaven^ 
Thou mad'st me what I am, with all the spirit, 
Aspiring thoughts, and elegant desires, 
That fill the>happiest man? Ah, rather, why 
Didst thou not form me sordid as my fate, 
Base-minded, dull, and fit to carry burdens? 
Why have I sense to know the curse that's on me^ 
Is this just dealing, mature ? Belvidera I 
Poor Belvidera I 

Bel. [Without.] Lead me, lead me, my virgiusy 
To that kind voice. 

Enter Belyideea. 

My lord, my love, my refuge ! 
Happy my eyes, when they behold thy face ! 
My heavy heart will leave its doleful beating 
At sight of thee, and bound with sprightful joys* 
Oh, smile! as when our loves were in their spring, 
And cheer my fainting soul ! 

Jtfff^. As when our loves 
Were in their spring ! Has then my fortune changed 

thee? 
Art thou not, Belvidera, still the same. 
Kind, good, and tender, as my arms first found thee ? 
If thou art alter'd, where shall I have harbour? 
Where ease my loaded iieart ? Oh I where complain ? 

c 2 
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Bel, Does this appear like change, or love decaying. 
When thus I throw myself into thy bosom. 
With all the resolution of strong truth ! 
I joy more in thee, 

Than did thy mother, when she hugg'd thee first, 
And bk'ss'd the gods for all her travail past. 

Jqf, Can there in woman be such glorious faith ? 
Sure, all ill stories of thy sex are false ! 
Oh, woman! lovely woman! Nature made thee 
To temper man : we had been brutes without you I 
Angels are painted fair, to look like you : 
There's in you all that we believe of heav'n; 
Amazing brightness, purity, and truth. 
Eternal joy, and everlasting love ! 

BeL It love be treasure, we'll be wondrous rich ; 
Oh ! lead me to some desert, wide and wild, 
Barren as our misfortunes, where my soul 
May have its vent, where I may tell aloud 
To the high heavens, and ev'ry list'ning planet. 
With what a boundless stock my bosom's fraught. 

Jqff. Oh, Belvidera! doubly Vm a beggar; 
Undone by fortune, and in debt to thee. 
Want, worldly want, that hungry meagre fiend. 
Is at my heels, and chases me in view. 
Canst thou bear cold and hunger ? Can these limbs, 
Fram'd for the tender offices of love. 
Endure the bitter gripes of smarting poverty f 
Whi n banish'd by our miseries abroad, 
(As suddenly we shall be) to seek out. 
In some far climate, where our namfes are strangers, 
For charitable succour; wilt thou then. 
When in a bed of straw we shrink together^ 
And the bleak winds shall whistle round our heads; 
Wilt thou then talk thus to me? Wilt thou then 
Hush my cares thus, and shelter me with love f 
Bel, Oh ! I will love thee, even in madness lovet 
thee! 
Though, my distracted senses should forsake me. 



aCEKE I«] VBNZCK PniSERYBO. I7 

Vd find some intervals when my poor heart 

Should 'suage itself, and be let ic^se to thine. 

Though the bare earth be all our resting place. 

Its roots our food, some cliff our habitation, 

I'll quake this arm a pillow for thine head ; 

Andy as thou sighing liest, and swelled with sorrow. 

Creep to thy bosom, pour the balm of love 

Into thy soul, and kiss thee to thy rest ; 

Then praise our God, and watch thee till the mornh 

ing. 
Ji^, Hear this, you Heav'ns, and wonder how you 

made h«r ! 
Reifirn, reign, ye monarchs, that divide the world, 
fiusy rebellion ne'er will let you know 
Tranquillity and happiness like mine; 
Like gaudy ships, the obsequious billows fajl, 
And rise again, to lift you in your pride ; 
They wait but for a storm, and then devour you : 
I, in my private bark already wreck'd. 
Like a poor merchant, driven to unknown land, 
That had, by chance, packM up his choicest treasurC| 
In one dear casket, and sa/d only that ; 
Since I must wander farther on the shore. 
Thus hug my little, but my precious store, 
Kesolv'd to scorn, and trust my fate no more. 

[Exeuttt0 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



8C£i7£ I. 



The Rkho. 



Enter Jaffier. 

Jqf, I'm here ; and thus the shades of night around 
me; 
1 look as if all hell were in my heart, 

And 1 in hell. Nay, surely 'tis so with me ! 

For every step I tread, methinks some fiend 
Knocks at my breast, and bids it not be quiet. 
I've heard how de^iperate wretches, like myself, 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of night, 
To meet the foe of mankind in. his walk. 
Sure Fm so curs'd, that, though of Heav'n forsaken. 
No minister of darkness cares to tempt me. 
Hell I belli why sleep'st thou ? 

Enter Pierre. 

Eierre, Sure Tve staid too long : 
The clock has struck, and I may lose my proselyte. 
Speak, who goes there ? 

Jqf. A dog, that comes to howl 
At yonder moon. What's he, that asks the question ? 

Pierre. A friend to dogs, for they are honest crea- 
tures, 
And ne'er betray their masters; never fawn 

Go any (hat they love not. Well met, friend 

JafiitT i 
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Jaff, The same. 
Fierre. Where's Belvidera ? 
Jaff, For a day or two, 
I've lodg'd her privately, till I see farther 
What fortune will do with me. Pr'ythee, friend, 
If thou wouldst have me sit to hear good counsel, 

Speak not of Belvidera 

Pierre, Speak not of her ? 
Jqff'. Oh, no ! nor name her ! 
Pierre. May be I wish her well. 
Jajf. Whom well? 

Pierre. Thy wife ; thy lovely Bielvidera. 
I hope, a man may wish his friend's wife well, 
And no harm done ? 

Jaff^, You're merry, Pierre. 
Pierre. I am so : 
Thou shalt smile too, and Belvidera smile : 
We'll all rejoice. Here's something to buy pins; 
Marriaga is chargeable. [Gives him a Purse. 

Jaff. I but halt wish'd 
To see the devil, and he's here already ! Well ! 
What must this buy ? Rebellion, murder, treason? 
Tell me which way I must be damn'd for this. 

Pierre. When last we parted, we'd no qualms like 
these. 
But entertain'd each other's thoughts, like men 
Whose souls were well aciquainted. Is the world 
Reformed since our last meeting ? What new miracles 
Have happen'd ? Has Pfiuli*s heart relented ? 
Can he be hoB^st ? 

Jqff. Kind .Heaven, let heavy curses 
Gall his old age, till life become his burden ; . 
Let him groan under't long, linger an age 
In the worst agonies and pangs of death. 
And find its ease, but late ! 

Pierre. Nay, couldst thou not 
As well, my friend, have stretch'd the curse to all 
The senate round, as to one single villain ? 



to VENICt PR£SBRVEO. ' [aCT II. 

Jajf. But curses stick not ; could I kill with curs* 

ing, • 
By Heaven, I know not thirty heads in Venice 
Should not be blasted ! Senators should rot. 
Like dogs, on dunghills : O^, for a curse 
To kill with ! 

Pierre, Daggers, daggers are much better. 

Ja/. Ha! 

Pierre. Daggers. 

Jqf. But where are tbey ? 

Pierre. Oh ! a thousand 
May be dispos'd, in honest hands, in Venice. 

Jaff, Thou talk^t in clouds. 

Pierre, Bui yet a heart, half wrong'd 
As thine has been, would find 'the meaning, Jaffier! 

Jqf, A thousand daggers, all in honest hands ! 
And have not I a friend will*stick one here? 

Pierre. Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be che- 
rish'd 
To a nobler purpose, I would be that friend : 
But thou hast better friends; friends, whom thy 

wrongs 
Have made thy friends; friends, worthy tcf be call'd so. 
rU trust thee with a secret. There are spirits 
This hour at work. But, as thou'rt a man, 
Whom I have pick'd and chosen from the world. 
Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter; 
And when I've told thee that, which only gods^ 
And men like gods, are privy to, then swear. 
No chance, or change, shall wrest it from thy bosom. 

Jaff. When thou wouldst bind me, U there need of 
oaths ? 
Is coward, fool, or villain, in my face ? 
If I seem none of these, I dare believe 
Thou wouldst not use me in a little cause ; 
For I am fit for honour's toughest task ; 
Nor ever yet found fooling was my province : 
And, for a villanous, inglorious^ enterprisey 
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I know thy heart so well, I dare lay mine 
Before thee, set it to what point thou wilt. 

Pierre, Nay, 'lis a cause thou wilt be fond of, Jaffier ; 
For it is founded on the noblest basis ; 
Our liberties, our natural inheritance ! 
We'll do the business, and ne'er fast and pray for't ; 
Openly act a deed, the world may gaze 
With wonder at, and envy when 'lis done, 

Jfl/f. For liberty ! 

Pierre, For liberty, my friend. 
Thou shalt be, freed from base Priuli's tyranny, 
And thy sequestered fortunes heal'd again : 
I shall be free from those opprobrious wrongs, 
That press me now, and bend my spirit downward ; 
All Venice free, and every growing merit 
Succeed to its just right; fools shall be puH'd 
From wisdom's seat ; those baleful unclean birds, 
Those lazy owls, who, perch'd near fortune's top, 
Sit only watchful with their heavy wings 
To cuff down nvw-fledg'd virtues, that would rise 
To nobler heights, and make the grove harmonious. 

Jaff: What can 1 do ? 

Pierre. Canst thou not kill a senator ? 

Jaffi By all my wrongs, thou talk'st as if revenge 
Were to be had 1 and the brave story warms me. 

Pierre, Swear then ! 

Jaff. I do, by all those glittering stars. 
And yon great ruling planet of the night ! 
By all good spirits above, and ill below ; 
By love and Iriendship, dearer than my life, 
No pow'r, nor death, shall make me false to thee! 

Pierre. Here we embrace, and I'll unlock my heart. 
A council's held hard by, where the destruction 
Of this great empire's hatching; there Til lead thce« 
But be a man; for thou'r^t to mix with men 
Fit to disturb the peace of all the world, 
And rule it when 'tis wildest, 

Jaff. I give thee thanks 
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For this kind warning. Yes, Til be a man ; 

And charge thee, Pierre, whene'er thou seest my fearS 

Betray me less, to rip this heart of mine 

Out of my breast, and show it for a coward's. 

Come, let's begone, for from this hour I chase 

All little thoughts, all tender human follies 

Out of my bosom : Vengeance shall have room — 

Revenge ! 

Pierre, And liberty ! 

Jaff[ Revenge ! revenge ! [Exeunt, 



SCENE II. 



A Room in the House o/* Aqitilina. 



Enter Renault. 

Ren. Why was my choice ambition ? The worst 
ground 
A wretch can build on ! 'tis, indeed, at distance, 
A goodly prospect, tempting to the view; 
The height delights us, and the mountain top 
Looks beautiful, because 'tis nigh to heaven ; 
But we ne'er think how sandy's the foundation, 
What storm will batter, and what tempest shake us. 
Who's there ? 

Enter Spinosa, 

Spin. Renault, good -morrow, for by this time, 
I think, the scale of night has turn'd the balaace, 
And weighs up morning; Has the clock struck 
twelve ? 

Ren. Yes ; clocks will go as they are set : but man^ 
Irregular man's ne er constant, never certain. 
I've spent at least three precious hours of darkness 



* o *^ 
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In waiting dull attendance ; 'tis the curse 
Of diligent virtue to be mix'd, like mine, 
With giddy tempers, souls but half resolv'd. 

Spin. Hell seize that soul amongst us it can 
frighten ! 

Ren. What's then the cause that I am here alone? 
Why are we not together? 

Enter Elliot. 

O, sir, welcome ! 

You are an Englishman : when treason's hatching, 
One might have thought you*d not have been behind- 
hand, 
In what whore's lap have you been lolling? 
Give but an Englishman his whore and ease. 
Beef and a sea-coal fire, he's yours for ever. 

Ellidt, Frenchman, you are saucy. 

Ren, How ? [Puts his Hand to his Sword. 

Enter Bedamar, Mezzaka, Durand, and 

Theodore. 

Beda, At difference? fie! 
Is this a time for quarrels ? Thieves and rogues 
Fall out and brawl : should men of your high calling, 
Men, separated by the choice of Providence 
From the gross heap of mankind, and set here 
In this assembly, as in one great jewel, 
T adorn the bravest purpose it e'er smiled on ; 
Should you, like boys, wrangle for trifles? 

Ren. Boys S 

Btda. Renault, thy hand. 

Ren, I thought Td given my heart, 
Long since, to every man that mingles here ; 
But grieve to finii it trusted with such tempers. 
That can't forgive my froward age its weakness. 

Beda. Elliot, thou once hadst virtue. I have seen 
Thy stubborn temper bend with god like goodness, 
Not half thus courted : Tis thy nation's glory 
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To hag the foe, that offers brave alliance. 
Once more, embrace, my friends — 
United thus, we are the mighty engine, 
Must twist this rooted empire from its basis. 
Totters it not already? 

Elliot. 'Would 'twere tumbling ! 

Beda, Nay, it shall down : this night we seal its 
ruin. 

Enter Pierre. • 

♦ 

Pierre I thou art welcome. 

Come to my breast ; for, by its hopes, thou look'st 
Lovelily dreadful ; and the fate of Venice 
Seems on thy sword already. O, my Mars ! 
The poets that first feign'd a god of war, 
Sure prophesy'd of thee ! 

Pierre* Friends, was not Brutus 
(I mean that Brutus, who, in open senate, 
Stabb'd the first Caesar thatusurp'd the world), 
A gallant man ? 

Ren, Ye6| and Catiline too ; 
Though story wrong his fame ; for he conspir'd 
To prop the reeling glory of his country: • 
His cause was good. 

Beda. And ours as much above it, 
As, Renault, thou'rt superior to Cethegus, 
Or Pierre to Cassius. 

Pierre. Then to what we aim at. 
When do we start ? Or must we talk for ever ? 

Beda, No, Pierre, the deed s near birth : fate seems 
to have set 
The business up, and given it to our care ; 

1 hope there's not a heart or hand amongst uSf 
But what is firm and ready. 

Elliot, All. 
Well die with Bedamar. 
Beda, O men, 
2 
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Matchless, as will your glory be hereafter : 
The game is for a matchless prize, if won : 
If lost, disgraceful ruin. 

Pierre, Ten thousand men are armed at .your nod. 
Commanded all by leaders fit to guide 
A battle for the freedom of the world : 
This wretched state has starv'd them in its service ; 
And, by your bounty quicken'd, they're resplv'd 
To serve your glory, and revenge their own : 
They've all their different quarters in this city, 
Watch for the alarm, and grumble, 'tis so tardy. 

Beda. I doubt not, friend, but thy unwearied dili- 
gence 
Has still kept waking, and it shall have ease; 
After this night, it is resolv*d, we meet 
No more, till Venice owns us for her lords. 

Pierre, How lovelily the Adriatic whore, 
Dress'd in her flames, will »hine ! Detouring flames^ 
Such as shall bum her to the watery bottom. 
And hiss in her foundation. 

Beda. Now, if any 
Amongst us, that owns this glorious cause, 
Have friends or interest he would wish to save, 
Let it be told — the general doom is seal'd ; 
But Td forego the hopes of a world s empire, 
Rather than wound the bowels of my friend. 

Pierre. I must confess, you there have touch'd my 
weakness. 
I have a friend — hear it ; and such a friend ! 
My heart was ne'er shut to him. Nay, Til tell you. 
He knows the very business of this hour ; [All start. 
But he rejoices in the cause, and loves it : 
We've chang'd a vow, to live and die together. 
And he's at band to ratify it here. 

Reui How! all betray 'd! 

Pierre, No ; I've dealt nobly with you, 
I've brought ray all into the public stock : 
I'd but one friend, and him I'll share amongst you ;; 

© 
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Receive, and cherish him; or jf, when seen 

And search'd, you find him worthless, — as my tongue 

Has lodg'd this secret in his faithful breast, 

T0 ease yojor fears, I wear a dagger here, 

Shall rip it out again, and give you rest. 

Come forth, thou only good I e'er could boast of. 

Enter J avfieu,, with a Dagger in his Hand, 

Beda. His presence bears the show of manly virtue. 

Jaff, I know you'll wonder all, that, thus uncall'd^ 
I dare approach this place of fatal councils ; 
But I'm amongst you, and, by Heaven, it glads me 
To see so many virtues thus united 
To restore justice, and dethrone oppression. 
Command this steel, if you would have it quiet. 
Into ihis breast; but, if you think it worthy 
To cut the throats of reverend rogues in robes^ 
Send me into the curs'd assembled senate : 
It shrinks not, though I meet a father there. 
Would you behold the city flaming ? here's 
A hand, shall bear a lighted torch at noon 
To th' arsenal, and set its gates on 'fire ! 

Ren. You talk this well, sir. 

Jaff, Nay, by Heaven, I'll do this ! 
Come, come, I read distrust in all your faces : 
You fear me villain, and, indeed, 'tis odd 
To hear a stranger talk thus, at first meeting, 
Of matters that have been so well debated : 
But I come ripe with wrongs, as you with counsels. 
I hate this senate — am a foe to Venice ; 
A friend to none, but men resolv'dlike me 
To push on mischief. Oh, did you but know me, 
I need not talk thus ! 

Beda. Pierre, I must embrace him; 
My heart beats to this man, as if it knew him. 

Ren, I never lov'd these buggers. 

Jaff. Still, I see 
The cause delights me not. Your friends survey me, 

5 
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As I were dangerous. But I come arm'd 

Against all doubts, and to your trusts will give 

A pledge, worth more than all the world can pay for. 

My Belvidera ! Hoa ! my Betvidera I 

Beda, What wonder next i 

Jaff. Let me entreat you, sirs, 
As I have henceforth hoped to call you friends. 
That, all but the ambassador, and this 
Grave guide of councils, with my friend, that owns me, 
Withdraw awhile, to spare a woman's blushes. 

\Exeunt aU but Bedamar, Renault, Jaffier, 
and Pierre. 

Beda, Pierre, Whither will this ceremony lead us 7 

Jaff'. My Belvidera ! Belvidera I 

Bel. [fVithm.] Who, 
Who calls so loud, at this late peaceful hour ? 
That voice was wont to come in gentle whispers. 
And fill my ears with the soft breath of love. 

Enter Belvidera. 

Thou hourly image of my thoughts, where art thou? 

Jaff. Indeed, 'lis late. 
^ Bel. Alas ! where am I ? whither is't you lead me ? 
Methinks, I read distraction in your face, — 
You shake and tremble too ! your blood runs cold ! 
Heav'ns guard my love, and bless his heart with pa- 
tience ! 
Jqff^. That I have patience, let our fate bear wit- 
ness 
Who has ordain'd it so, that thou and I, 
(Thou, the divinest good man e'er possess'd, 
And I, the wretched'st of the race of man). 
This very hour, without one tear, must part. 

Bel. Part ! roust we part ? Oh ! am I then forsaken ? 
Why drag you from me ? whither are you going ? 
My dear ! my life ! my love ! 

D 2 
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Jaff. Oh, friends \ 

Bel. Speak to me ! 

Jqf, 1 ake her from my heart. 
She'll gain such hold else, I shall ne'er get loose. 
I charge you, take l^er, but with tender'st care 
Relieve her troubles, and assuage her sorrows. 

Ren, Rise, madam, and command among your ser- 
vants, — 

Jqjf, To you, sirs, and your honours, I bequeatk 
her. 
And with her, this ; whene'er I prove unworthy — 

[Gives a Dagger to Renault, 
You know .the rest — ^Then strike it to her heart ; 
And tell her, he, who three whole happy years. 
Lay in her arms, and each kind night repeated 
The passionate vows of still increasing love. 
Sent that reward, for all her truth and sufferings. 

Bel. Oh, thou unkind one ! 
Have I descrv'd this from you ? 
Look on me, tell me, speak, thou dear deceiver,—- 
If I am false, accuse me; but if true. 
Don't, prithee don't, in poverty forsake me. 
But pity the sad heart, that's torn with parting. 
Yat, hear me! yet, recall me. — Jaffier, — ^Jaffier ! 

lExeunt% 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCEKE I. 



A Room in the UotiseqfA^uiLiiHA, 



Enter Belvidera. 

Bel, I'm sacrific'd ! Vm sold — betray'd to shame ! 
Inevitable ruin has enclosed me ! 
He, that should guard my virtue, has betray'd it; — 
Left me — undone me ! Oh, that I could hate him ! 
Wbere shall I go? Oh, whither, whither wander? 

Enter Jaffier. 

Jqff'. Can Belvidera want a resting-place, 
When these poor arms are open to receive her ? 
There was a time — — 

Bel. Yes, yes, there was a time, 
When Belvidera's tears, her cries and sorrows. 
Were not despis'd ; when, if she chanc'd to sigh, 

Or look but sad ^l^here was, indeed, a time, 

When Jaffier would have ta'en her in his arms, 
Eas'd her declining head upon his breast. 
And never left her, till he found the cause.^ 
But well I know why you forsake me thus; 
I am no longer fit to bear a share 
In your concernments ; My weak female virtue 
Must not be trusted ; 'tis too frail and tender. . 

Jqffj O Portia, Portia, what a soul was thine ! 

Bel, That Portia was a woman; and when Brutus, 
Big with the fate of Rome (Heav'n guard thy safety I) 

D 3 
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ConcealM from her the labours of his mind ; 
She let him see her blood was great as his, 
FiowM from a spring as noble, and a heart 
Fit to partake his troubles, as his love. 
Fetch, fetch that dagger back, the dreadful dower 
Tliou gav'st last night, in parting with me ; strike it 
Here to my heart ; and, as the blood flows from it^ 
Judge if it run not pure as Cato's daughter's. 
Jaff. O Belvidera ! 

BtL Why was Mast night deliver'd to a villain ? 
JqgF, Ha ! a villain ? 

BeL Yes, to a villain ; Why, at such an hour. 
Meets that assembly, all made up of wretches. 
That look as hell had drawn t^em into league? 
Why, I in this hand, and in that, a dagger, 
Was I delivered with such dreadful ceremonies? 
" To you, sirs, and to your honours, I bequeath her. 
And, with her, this : WheneVr I prove unworthy — 
You know the rest — then strike it to her heart," 
Oh ! why's that rest concealed from me ? Must I 
Be made the hostage of a hellish trust ? 
For such, I know I am ; that's all my value. 
But, by the love and loyalty I owe thee, 
I'll free thee from the bondage of these slaves ! 
Straight to the senate — tell them all 1 know, 
All that I think, all that my fears inform me. 

Jaff. Is this the Roman virtue? this the bloody 
That boasts its purity with Cato's daughter? 
Would she have eer betray 'd her Brutys ? 

Bil No : 
For Brutus trusted her. Wert thou so kind, 
What would not Belvidera suffer for thee ? 

Jaff, I shdil undo myself, and tell thee all — 
Yet think a little, ere thou tempt me further; 
Think: Tve a tale to tell, will shake thy nature. 
Melt all this boasted constancy thou talk'&t of 
Into vile tears, and despicable sorrows : 
Then, if thou shouldst betray me- 
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Bel. Shall I swear ? 

Jqf, No, do not swear : I would not violate 
Thy Under nature with so rude a bond; 
But, as thou hop';^ to see me Hve my days, 
And luve thee long, lock this within thy breast : 
I've bound myself, by all the strictest sacraments,' 
Divine, and human 

Bel, Speak ! 



Jqf, To kill thy father 

Bel. My father! 

Jajf, Nay, the throats of the whole senate 
Shall bleed, my Belvidera. He, amongst us 
That spares his father, brother, or his friend, 
Is damn'd. 

Bel Oh ! . 

Jajff^, Have a care, and shrink not aven in thought : 
For, if thou dost 

Bel. I know it ; thou wilt kill me. 
Do, strike thy sword into this bosom : lay me 
Dead on the earth, and then thou wilt be safe. 
Murder my father ! Though his cruel nature 
Has persecuted roe to my undoing: 
Driven me to basest wants ; can I behold him. 
With smiles of vengeance, butcher d in his age? 
The sacred fountain of my life destroy'd f 
And canst thou shed the blood, that gave me being } 
Nay, be a traitor too, and sell thy country ! 
Can thy great heart descend so vilely low. 
Mix with hir'd slaves, braves, and common stabbers, 
Join with such a crew, and take a ruffian's wages, 
To cut the throats of wretches as they sleep i 

Jaff. Thou wrongest me, Belvidera ! Tve engag'd 
With men of souls, fit to reform the ills 
Of all mankind : there's not a heart amongst them 
But's stout as death, yet honest as the nature 
Of man first made, ere fraud and vice were fashions. 

BtL What's he, to whose curs'd hands last night 
4hou gav'st mei 
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Was that well done^ Oh! I could tell a story, 
Would rouse thy lion heart out of its den, 
And make it ragewiih terrifying fury ! 

Jaf, Speak on, I charge thee ! * 

Bel. O my love 1 if e'er* 
Thy Belvidera's peace deserv'd thy care, 
Remove me from this place. Last night I last night ! 

Jqjf. Distract me not, but give me ail the truth ! 

Bel. No sooner wert thou gone, and I alone. 
Left in the power of that old son of mischief; 
No sooner was I laid on my sad bed, 
But that vile wretch approach^ roe. 
Oh, how I wept and sigh'd, 

And shrunk, and trembled ! wish'd, in vain, for him 
That should protect me ! Thou, alas, wast gone ! 

Jqff^, Patience, sweet Heaven, till I make vengeance 
sure! 

Bel. He drew the hideous dagger forth, thou gav'st 
him. 
And, with upbraiding smiles, he said, '^ Behold it : 
This is the pledge of a false husband's love :*' 
And in my arms then press'd, and would have clasp'd 

me; 
But with my cries, I scar'd his coward heart, 
Till he withdrew, and mutter'd vows to hell. 
These are thy friends ! with these thy life, thy honour, 
Thy love, all stak'd, and all will go to ruin. 

Jqf. No more ; I charge thee, keep this secret qlose. 
Clear up thy sorrows; look as if thy wrongs 
Were all forgot, and treat him like a friend, 
As no complaint were made. No more ; retirey 
Retire, my life, and doubt not of my honour; 
ril heal its failings, and deserve thy love. 

BeL Oh ! should I part with thee, I fear thou wilt 
In anger leave me, and return no more. 

Jo^. Return no more I I would not live without 
thee 
Another night, to purchase the creation. 
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Bel. When shall we meet again ? 

Jaff. A nun, at twelve, 
I'll steal myself* to thy expecting arms : 
Come, like the travelled dove, and bring thee peace. 

BeL Indeed ! 

Jaff". By all our loves ! 

Bd. Tis hard to part : 
But sure no falsehood ever look'd so fairly. 
Farewell ! — remember twelve. [Exit* 

Jaff" Let Heav'n forget me, 
When I remember not thy truth, thy love ! 

Enter Pierre. 

Pierre, Jaffier ! 

Jaf. Who calls ? 

Pierre. A friend, that could have wish'd 
T have found thee otherwise employ'd. What, huui 
A wife, on the dull foil ! Sure, a staunch husband^ 
Of all hounds is the dullest. Wilt thou never, 
Never be wean'd from caudles and confections? 
What feminine tales hast thou been listening to, 
Of unair'd shirts i catarihs, and tooth ache, got 
By thin-i^oard shoes ! Damnation ! that a fellow^ 
Chosen to be a sharer in the destruction 
Of a whole people, shouid bneak thus in corners, 
To waste his time, and fool his mind with love ! 

Jaff. May not a man, then, trifle out an hour 
With a kind woman, and not wrong his calling ? 

Pierre. Not in a cause like ours. 

Jaff. Then, friend, our cause . 
Is in a damn'd condition : for I'll tell thee. 
That canker-worm, call'd lechery, has touch'd it ; 
Tis tainted vilely. Wouldst thou think it? Renault 
(That mortify'd old wither'd winter rogue) 
Loves sin>ple fornication like a priest ; 
] found him out for watering at my wife ; 
He visited her last night, like a kind guardian : 
faith, she has some tciiijptatians, that's the truth on t. 
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Pierre. He durst not wrong his trust ? 

Jaff, Twas something late though. 
To take the freedom of a lady's chamber. 

Pierre, Was she in bed ? 

Jaff. Yes, 'faith ! in virgin sheets^ 
White as her bosom, Pierre; dish'd neatly. up,— 
Might tempt a weaker appetite to taste. 

Pierre, ratience guide me ! 
He us'd no violence ? 

Jt^. No, no : out on't, violence ! 
Play'd with her neck ; brush'd her with his greybeard ; 
Struggled and touz'd ; tickled her till she squeak'd a 

little, 
May be, or so — but not a jot of vioibnce r ' 

Pierre. Damn him ! 

Jaff. Ay, so say I : but, hush, no more on't ; 
Sure it is near the hour 

We all should meet for our concluding orders : 
Will the ambassador be here in person? 

Pierre, No, he has sent commission to that villain, 
Renault, 
To give the executing charge : 
Fd have thee be a man, if possible, 
And keep thy temper: for a brave revenge 
Ne'er comes too lace. 

Jaff. Fear not, I am cool as patience. 

Pierre. He's yonder, coming this way, through the 
hall ; 
His thoughts seem full. 

Jaff. Pr'ythee retire, and leave me 
With him alone: Til put him to some trial; 
See bow his rotten part will bear the touching. 

Pierre. Be careful then. 

Jaff. Nay, never doubt, but trust me. 

[Exit Pierre. 
What ! be a devil, take a damning oath 
For shedding native blood ? Can there be sin 
In merciful repentance ? Oh, .this villain ! [Retires. 
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Enter Renault. 

Ren. Perverse and peevish : What a slave is man, 
To let his itching flesh thus get the better oC4im ! 
Dispatch the tool, her husband — that were well. — 
Who's there ? 

Jaff. A man. 

Ren, My friend, my near ally, 
The hostage of your faith, my beauteous charge, is 
very well. 

Jqjf. Sir, are you sure of that ? 
Stands she in perfect health? Beats her pulse even? 
N(jither too hot nor cold ? 

Ren. What means that question ? 

Jojf. Oh ! women have fantastic constitutions, 
Inconstant in their wishes, always wavering, 
And never fix'd. Was it not boldly done, 
Ev'n at first sight, to trust the thing I lov^d 
(A tempting treasure too) with youth, so fierce 
And vigorous as thine ? but thou art honest. 

Ren. Who dares accuse me ? 

Jajf. Curs'd be he that doubts 
Thy virtue ! I have try'd it, and declare. 
Were I to chuse a guardian of my hononr, 
rd put it into thy keeping ; for 1 know thee. 

Ren. Know me ! 

Jqff'. Ay, know thee. — There's no falsehood in thee; 
Thou look'st just as thou art. Let us embrace. — 
Now, wouldst thou cut my throat, or I cut thine. 

Ren. You dare not do't ! 

Jaff. You lie, sir! 

Rtn. How ! 

Jfff. No more. — 
Tis a base world, and must reform, that's alL 

Enter Spinosa, Elliot, Theodore, DuRANDy and 

Mezzana. 

Rm, Spinesa, Theodore, you are welcome. 
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Spin. You are trembling, sir. 

Ren. 'Tis a cold night, indeed ; I am aged; 
Full of decay, and natural infirmities. 
We shall b^ war£D, my friends, I hope, to-morrow. 

[Renault and the Conspirators reiire. 

Enter Pierre. 

Pierre. 'Twas not well done; thou shouldst have 
stroak'd him. 
And not have galFd him. 

Jqf. Damn him, let him chew on't ! 
Heav'n! where am I? beset with cursed fiends, 
That wait to damn me ! what a devil's man, 
When he forgets his nature! — hush, my heart. 

[Renault and the Conspirators advance, 

Ren. My friends, 'tis late : are we assembled all ? 

Spin. All— all ! 

Ren. Oh ! you're men, I find, 
Fit to behold your fate, and meet her summons. 
To-morrow's rising sun must see you all 
Deck'd in your honours. Are the soldiers ready ? 

Pierre. All — all ! 
' Ren. You, Durand, with your thousand, must 
possess 
St. Mark's ; you. Captain, Icnow your charge already; 
Tis to secure the ducal palace : 
Be all this done with the least tumult possible, 
Till in each place you post sufficient guards; 
Then sheath your swords in every breast you meet. 

Jqf. Oh, reverend cruelty I damn'd bloody villain ! 

Ren. During this execution, Durand, you 
Must in the midst keep your battalia fast : 
And, Theodore, be sure to plant the cannon 
That may 'command the streets ; 
This done, we'll give the general alarm, 
Apply petards, and force the ars'nal gates ; 
Then fire the city round in several places, 
Or with our cannon, if it dare resist, 
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Batter to ruin. But, above ally I charge you, 
Shed blood enough ; spare neither sex nor. age, 
Name nor condition : if there lives a senator 

r 

After to-morrow, though the dullest rogue 
That e'er said nothing, we have lost our ends. 
If possible, let's kill the very name . 
Of senator, and bury it in blood. 

Jaff, Merciless, horrid slave! Ay, blood. enough! 
Shed blood enough, old Renault ! how thou charm'tt 
me J 

JRdi. But one thing more, and then farewell^ till fata 
Join us again, or separate iis ever : 
But let us all remember, 
We wear no common cause upon our swords. 
Let eachf^an think, that,.on his single virtue, 
Depends th^ good and fame of all the rest ;— 
Eterni^l honour, or perpetual infamy. 
You droop, sir. 

Jeff. No: with most profound attention . 
I'vehearid it all, and wonder at thy. virtue. 

Jficfi. Let's consider. 
That we destroy oppression, — avarice ; 
A people nuRi^d up equally with vices. 
And loathsome lu§ts, which nature most abhors, 
And such as, without shame, she cannot sufieir* 

Jaff. Oh, Belvidera \ talce me to thy ^rfns. 
And show me wbere's my peace, for I have lost it>; .' 

'Ren. Without the least remorse, then, let's resolve 
With fire and sword t' exterminate these tyrants. 
Under whose weight this wretched country labours. 

Pierre. And may those Powiers above, that are pro* 
pitioua • . 

To gallant minds, record this cause, and bless it 1 

Ren. Thus happy, thus secure of all we wish for. 
Should there, my friends, be found among us one 
False to this gloi:ious, enterprise, what fate, . , . . 
What vengeancei were enough for such a villain ! 

E 
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EOiot, Death here^ without repentance, hell here- 
after. 

Ren, Let diat be my lot, if, as here I stand. 
Listed by fate among her darling sons. 
Though i had one only brother, dear by all , 
The strictest ties of nature, 
Join'd in this cause, and had but ground for fear 
He meant foul play ; may this right hand drop from me» 
If rd not hazard all my future peace, 
Abd stab him to the heart before you ! Who, 
Who would do Ims^ Wouldtft thou not, Pierre, the same^ 

Pierre, You've singled me, sir, out for this hard 
question, 
As if Hwere started only for my sake ; 
Am I the thing vou fear ? * Here, here's my bosom^ ; 
Search it with all your swords. Am I a traitor f 

Ren. No: but 1 fear your late comniended friend 
is little less. Come, sirs, 'tis now no time 
To trifle with our safety. Where's this Jaffier ? 

Spin, He- left the room just now, in strange disorder* 

Ren. Nay, there is danger in h'im : I observed him i 
During the time I took for explanation, 
He was transported from most deep attehtion 
To a confusion, which he could not smother. 
What's Requisite for safety, must be done 
VTith speedy execution; he remains 
Yet in our power; I, for my own part, wear 
A dagge r 

Pierre. Well ? 

Ren. And I could wish it— — 

Pierre. Where? 

Ren. Bur/d in his heart 

Pierre. Away ! we're yet all friends.— 
No more of this ; 'tyvill breed ill blood among us« 

Spin. Let us all draw our swords, and search the 
house ;— 
Pull him from the dark hole, where he sits brooding 
O'er his coldfears^and each man kiU his share of hka* 
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Pierre. Who talks of killing? Who's hell shed the 
blood, 
That's dear to me? Is^t voa, or you, sir? 
What ! not one speak ? how you stand gaping all 
On your grave oracle, your wooden god there ! 
Yet not a word ? then, sir, Fll tell you a secret ; 
Suspicion's but at best a coward's virtue. 

[To Renault. 

Ren. A coward ! — 

Pierre. Put — Put up thy sword, old man ; 
Thy hand shakes at it. Come, le^'s heal this breach ; 
I am too hot : we yet may all live friends. 

Spin, nil we are safe, our friendship cannot b»so* 

Pierrei Again! Who's that? 

Spin. Twas I. 

Theod. And I, 

Ren* And I. . 

Spin. And all. 
Let's die like men, and not be sold like slaves* 

Pierre. One juch word more, by Heaven, I'll to 
the senate. 
And hang ye all, like dog9,in clusters. 
Why peep your coward swords half out their shells f 
Why do you not all brandish them like mine ? 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. 

Ren, Go to the senate, and betray us, — haste ! 
Secure thy wretched life ; we fear to die 
Less than thou dar'st be honest. 

Pierre' That's rank falsehood. 
Fear^st thou not death? Fie, there's a knavish itch 
In that salt blood, an utter foe to smarting ! 
Had Jaffier^s wife proved kind, he'd still been true. 
Faugh — how that stinks ^ ' [Exit Renault* 

Away, disperse all to your several charges. 
And meet to-morrow, where your honour calls you. 
Fll bring that man, whose blood you so much thirst for, 
And you shall see him venture for you fairly« 
Hence, hence, I say ! 

B 9 
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Sffin, I fear we have been to blame, 
And done too much. 

Thtod. 'Twas too far urged against the man you love. 

ElUot, Forgive us, gallant friend. 

Pierre, Nay, now you've found 
The way to. melt, and cast me as you will. 
Ill fetch this friend, and give him to your mercy^ 
Kay, he shall die, if you will take him from me ; 
For your repose. III quit my heart's best jewel ; 
But would not have him torn away by viUainsi 
And spiteful villany. 

Spin. No ; may ye both ' 

For ever live, and fill the world with fame I 

Pierre, Now you're too kindi Whence rose ail this 
discord? 
Oh ! what a dangerous precipice have we ^scap'd ! 
How near a fall was all we'd long been building! 
IVhat an eternal blot had stain'd our glories. 
If one, the bravest and the best of men. 
Had fall'n a sacrifice to rash suspicion, - 
Butcher'd by those, whose cause he came to cherish ! 
Oh, could you know him all, as I havb known him. 
How good he is, how just, how true, how brave, 
You would notlcave this place, till you had seen htm^ 
And gained remission for the worst of follicd. 
Come but to-morrow, all your doubts shall end^ 
And to your loves^ me better recommend. 
That I've preserved your fatne, and lav'd my friend. 

[ExeUni^ 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE l< 



A Streets 



Enter Belvideea and Jaffiee. 

Je^, Where dost thou lead me } Ev'ry step I move^ 
Methinks I tread upon some mangled limb 
Of a rack'd friend. Ob, ray dear, charming, ruin! 
Where are we wandering ? 

BeL To eternal honour. 
You do a deed, shall chronicle thy name 
Among the glorious legends of those few 
That have sav'd sinking nations. Every street 
Shall be adorn'd with statues to thy honour: 
And, at thy feet, this great inscription written,—* 
^ Remember him, that propp'd the fall of Venice T 

Jqf. Rather, remember him, who, after all . 
The sacred bonds of oaths, and holier friendship, 
In fond compassion to a woman's tears, 
'Forgot his manhood, virtue, truth, and honour, 
To sacrifice the bosom that reliev'd biip. 
Why wilt thou damn me ? 

BeL O inconstant man ! 
How will yoa promise ! how will you deceive ! 
Do, return back, replace me in my bondage, 
Tell aH thy friends how dangerously^ thou lov'^t me. 
And let thy dagger do its bloody office. 
Or^ if thou think'st it nobler, let me live, 

B 3 
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Till Fm a victim to the hateful will 
Of that infernal devil ! 
Last night, my love ! 

J of* Name, name it not again : 
Destruction, swift destruction, fall on my coward head, 
If I forgive him ! 

JBe/. Delay no longer then , but to the senate. 
And tell the dismal'st story ever uttered ; 
Tell them what bloodshed, rapines, desolations, 
Have been prepar'd : — how near's the fatal hour. 
Save thy poor country, save the rev'rend blood 
Of all its nobles, which to*morrow's dawn 
Must else see shed ! 

J off. Oh ! 

BtL Think what then may prove 
My lot ; tKe ravisher may then come safe, 
And, 'midst the terror of the public ruin, 
Do a dam n'd deed. 

Jeff, By' all Heav'n's powers, prophetic truth dwells 
ih%^e! 
For every word thou speak'st, strikes thfough my heart. 
Like a new light, and shows it how 't has wander'd,— ^ 
Just what thbu'st made me, take me, Belvidera, 
And le^d me to tfie place, where Fm to say 
This bitter lessoh | Where I must betray 
My tr^th, my virtue, constancy, and friends. 
Must lT)efrt(y jny friends ? Ah ! take me quickly, 
Secure the well,' before that thought's renew'd ; 
If I relapse once more, kll's lost for ever. 

'Bth Hast thou a friend more dear thah Belvidera? 

Jaff. No: Thou'rt my soul itself; weialth, friend- 
ship, honour ; 
All present joys, and earnest of all future, 
Are summ'd in thee. 

Enter CArrAiK and Gvariw. 

Capt* Stand ! who goes there ? 
MtU Friends. 
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CapU But wbAt ffiends are you \ 

BeL Friends to the senate, and the state of Venice. 

^Capt My orders are, to seize on all I find 
At this late l^our, and being them to the council. 
Who are now sitting. 
. . J^. Sir, you shall be obey'd. 
Now the lot's casti ands fate, do what thou wilt. 

[Exeunt, 
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THe Senate House. 

The OuKE OF Vekice, PftiuLi, and Nm£ other 
S%vt AtovLS disc&cered sittktg. 

Duke* Antony, Priuli, senators ofyeoice. 
Speak — Why are w.e assembled here this night ? 
What have you. to inform us of, coQcernt 
The state.of Venice' honour, or its safety ? 

Prhdi. .Could words express the story Tve fcQ tell you. 
Fathers, these tears were useless, these sad tears 
That fall from my old eyes ; but there is a cause 
We all should weep, 

And wrap ourselves in sackcloth, sitting doirn 
On the sad earth, aud cry aloud to Heaven ; 
li^v'ni4uiovS| if yet there he an hour to come, 
Ere Venice, be no more, 

Duke. Hq.w! 

PriuU. Nay, we stand 
Upon the very brink ;of gaping ruin. 
Within this pity's form'd a dark conspiracy 
To massacre us all, our wives and children, 
Kindred and friends, our palaces and temples 
To lay in ashes : nay, the hour tooiixM ; 
\Th^swordsJor augbti know, drawn e/n this moment, 
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And th^ wild waste begun* f fC»m unknown haw}s 

I had this warning : but, if we are men. 

Let's not be tamely butchered, but do something 

That may inform the world, in after ages^ 

Our virtue was not ruin'd, though we we^e. 

[A Noise witkimi, 
Copt. [Within.'] Room, roon, malie room for soro*- 
prisoners ! 

Enttr OfFiCBB. 

Dukt* Speak, there ! What disturbance ? 

Officer. A prisoner have t|ue guards seiz'd in the street. 
Who says, he comes to inform this reverend council 
About the present danger. 

Enitr Offigsr, Jai* fikr, Captaiv, and Guards. 

AIL Give him entranee-— [^^ Offic&b*] -Well 
who are you ? 

Jaff", A villaib 1 
Would, every man, that hean me, 
Would deal so bodestly, and own his title ! 

Duke. Tis rumoured, that a plot bits been contrived 
Against the state, and you've a shaHe in't too.. 
If you're a villain, to redeem your honour. 
Unfold the truth, and be. restored with mercy. 

Jqf. Think not, that I to save my life caai^ hither; 
I know its value better ; iHit in pity 
To all those wretches, whose ufibappy dooms 
Are fixM and seal'd. You see roe here befoK y|Mi^ 
The sworn and covenanted foe of Venict : 
But use me as ^y dealings may detent, . ^ 

And I may prove a friend. 

Duke. The slave capitulates ; 
Give him the tortures. 

J(Sf. That, you dare not do : 
Your fear^ won't let you, nor the longing iidi 
To hear a story, which you dread the truth of: 
Truth, whi^h the £aar of smart shall ae^er gH from 00^ 
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Cowards are scar'd with threadi'nings ; boys are whipped 
Into confessions : bat a steady mind 
Acts of itself, ne'er asks the body counsel. 
Give him the tortures ! — name but such a thing 
Again, by Heav'n, Fll shut these lips for ever ! 
Nor all your racks^ your engines, or your wheels. 
Shall force a groan away, that you may guess at ! 

Duke* Name your conditions. 

Jaff, For myself, full pardon. 
Besides, the lives of two-and-twenty friends. 
Whose names I have enrolled — Nay, let their crimes 
Be ne'er so monstrous, I must have the oaths, 
And sacred promise, of this reverend council, 
That, in a full assembly of the senate, 
The thing I ask, be ratify'd. Swear this, 
And ril unfold the secrets of your danger. 

Duke. Propose the oath. 

Jqff'. By all the hopes * 
You have of peace and happiness hereafter, 
Swear ! 

Duke, We swear. 

/o^. And, as ye keep the oath. 
May you and your posterity be bless'd, 
Or curs'd, for ^er I 

Duke. Else be curs'd for ever ! 

J(^. Then here's the list, and with it, the full dis- 
close 
[Delivers two Fapers to the Officer, toho de* 
Ivoers them to the Duke. 
Of all that threaten you. 
Now, Fate, thou hast caught me ! . 

Duke, Give order, that all diligent search be made 
To seize these men, their characters are public. 
The paper intimates their rendezvous 
To be at the house of the fam'd Grecian courtesan, 
Caird Aquilina ; see the place secured. 
You, Jaffier, must with patience bear till morning 
To be our prisoner. 
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Jeff. 'Would the chains of death 
tiad bound me fasti ere I had known this minute ! 

Dukt. Captain^ withdraw your prisoner. 

Jtf/f* Sir, ifpossible. 
Lead me where my own thoughts themselves may 

lose me; 
Where I may doae out, what I've left of life; — 
Forget myself, and this day^s guilt and falsehood. 
Cruel remembrance ! how shall I appease thee \ , 

[£xt^y guarded^ 

Officer. [lVith(mt.'\ More traitors! room, room^ 
make room, there! 

Dukt, How's this ? 
The treason's 
Already at the doors ! ,i 

Enter Officer und Captain. 

Officer, My lords, more traitors ! 
Seiz'd iR the very act of consultation : 
Furnish'd with arms and instruments of mischief.*- : 
Bring in the pri9oners ! 

Enter Spinosa, Elliot, Theodore, DuRiiK0| 
Mezzaxa, Renault and Pierre, in Qkams, 

Pierre. You, my lords, and fathers, 
(As you are pleas'd to call yourselves) of Venice; 
If you sit here to guide the course of justice. 
Why these disgraceful chains upon the limbs 
That have so often labour'd in your service ? 
Are these the wreaths of triumph you bestow 
On those that bring you conquest home, and honours ? 

Duke* Go on ; you shall be heard, sir. 

Pierre. Are these the trophies I've deserv'd for 
fighting 
Your battles with confederated powers ? 
When winds and seas conspir'd to overthrow you. 
And brought the fleets of Spain to your own harbours ; 



When, you, great Dake, shrunk tvdmUkig in your 

pldttce^ 
And saw your wife^ the Adriatic, ploughed, 
Like a lewd whore, by bolder prows than yours ; 
Stepp*d not I forth, and taught your loose Venetiant 
The task of honour, and the way of greatness ? 
Rais'd you from your capitulating fears 
To stipulate the terms of sued-for peace f 
And this my recompense ! If I'm a traitor, 
Produce my eharge; <tt srhow the wretch that's h^am . 
And brave enough to tell m^^ Vm a traitor ! 

Duke» Know you one JaQter ? 

Pierre. Ye«, and know his virtue. 
His justice, truth, his general worth, and sufferings 
From a hard fatlwr, taught me first to love him. 

Duke, See him brought forth. 

Enter Caftain, and Jaffibe, in Chains, 

Pierre. My friend too bound! nay, then 
Our fate has conquered ns, And we must fail. 
Why droops the mitt), whose 'welfare's so much mint, 
They're but one thing ^ These reverend tyrants^ 

Jaflfier, 
Call us traitors^. Art thou one, mybrother ? 

/(Ojf. 1V> thee I am the falsest, veriest, slave,^ 
That e'er betray'd a generous, trusting friend, 
And gave up honour to be sure of ruin^ 
All our fair hopes, which morning was t' have crown'd 
Has this curs'd tongue overthrown. 

Pierre. So, then all's over: 
Venice has lost h^r freedom, I my h&. 
No more! 

Didtti Say; wW you make confessioa 
Of your vile deeds^ and trust the senate's mercy? 

Pierre. Curs'd be your senate, curs'd yeur consti- 
tution ! 
The curse 'i»f growing fai;lio«i, tad iiviaious^ 
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Still vex yourcouACib, sbake yoBr public safety, 
And make the robes of government you, wear 
Hateful to you, as these base chains to me, 
Duke^ Pardon, or death i 
> Pierre, Death ! faonourablerdeath! 
Ren, Death's the best thing ^e f^sk, or yfou can give. 
No shameful bonds, but honourable death ! 
Ihike* Break up the council*. Captain, guard your 
prisoi^rs. 
Jaffier, you're free, but these must wait for judgment. 
[£1*^11^ Duke, Sev AtOA^f Cov^riAATOBi^f and 
OpFicEa. 
Pierre. Come, .where*s my dung^n? Lead, me ta 
my straw : ' * 

It will not be the first time Tve lodg'd hard, 
To do your senate service. 
Jajf. Hold one moment. 

Pierre, Who's he disputes the judgment of the se* 
nate? 
Presumptuous rebel !—oB-'~— [Strikei lA^n^n^* 
r Jqff', By Heaven, you stir not! 

[Exmmi Cavt AXIS (mdGw A RUfk* 
I must be heard ; I must have leave to. speak. 
Thou hast disgraced me, Pierre,, by a vile blow : 
Had not a dagger done thee nobler justice } 
But use me as thou wilt^ thou canst not wrong me. 
For I am fallen beoeath the basest injuries ; 
Yet look .upon me with an eye of mercy, 
And, as there dwells a godlike nature in thee. 
Listen with mildness tOvmy supplications. 

Pierre, What whining maok art thou?, what holy 
cheat, , 
That wouldst' encroach upon my credulous ears, 
And cant'st thus vilely ! Hence! I kiiow- thee AQi4 
J«jf.. Not know ipe. Pierre ! 
Pierre. No, know thee not? What art thou! 
Jaf. Jaffier, thy/riend, thy once.lov'd yalu'd fi;i^d ! 
Tho' now deservedly scorn'd, and us'd most hardly. 
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Pierre. Tkou^ Jaffier ! thoa my oncq-lov'd valu 'd 
friead4 
By Heav'ns, thou ly'st ; the man so call'd my friead. 
Was generous, honest, faithful, just, and valiant; 
Noble in mind, and in his person lovely ; 
Dear to my eyes, and tender to my heart : 
But thou, a wretched, base, fiedse, worthless, coward^ 
Poor, even in soul, and loathsome in thy aspect : 
All eyes must shun thee, and all hearts detest thee* 
Pr'ythee avoid, nor longer cling thus round me. 
Lake something baneful, that my nature's chilFd at. 

J(^, I have not wronged thee ; by these tears I have 
noL 

Pierre* Hast thou not wrong'd me? Dar'st thou 
call thyself 
That once-lov d, honest, valu*d friend of mine, 
And swear thou hast not wrong'd me? Whence tbesie 

chains? 
Whence the vile death which I may meet this moment? 
Whence tfatsdishonourriuit^rom thee, thou false one? 

J«^. All's true; yetgraat pne thing, and I've done 
asking. - i; ^ »- , 

Pierre. What's that? 

J(^» To take thy life, on such conditions 
The council have propos'dj thou, and thy friends. 
May yet live long, and to be better treated. 

Pierre, Life! ask my life! confess! record, myself 
A villain, for the privileg& t& breathe. 
And carry up and down this cursed city, 
A discontented and repinp^ spirit, 
Bttrdensoni^ ,to itself, a^i^ years longer; 
To lose it, may be, at last, in a lewd quarrel 
For some new, friend, treacherous and false as thou art! 
No^'this vilie worldrand 1 have long been jangling, 
And cannot part on better terms than now. 
When only men like thee^ are fit to live in't. 

/<5^. By all that's just 

Pierre. Swear by some other power, 
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For thou hast broke that sacred oath too lately. 

Jeff. Then by that hell I merit, TU not leave thee 
Tilly to thyself at least, thou'rt reconciled^ 
However tby resentments deal with me. 

Pierre. Not leave me ! 

Jqf, No ; thou shalt not force me from the^« 
' Use me reproachfully, and like a slave; 
Tread on me, buffet me, heap wrongs on wrongs 
Oti my poor head ; I'll bear it all with patieaee. 
Shall weary out thy most unfriendly cruelty ; 
Lie at thy feet, and kiss them, tho' they spurn me; 
Till,; wounded by my sufierings, thou relent. 
And raise me to thy arms, with dear forgiveness. 

Piernt. Art thou not-^— - 

Jaff. What ? 

Pierre. A traitor f 

Jaff. Yes. 

Pierre. A villain ? 

Jqff^, Granted. 

Pierre. A coward, a most scandalous coward ; 
Spiritless, void of honour; one who has sold 
Thy everlasting fame for shameless life ! 

Jaff. All, all, and more, miich more; my faults are 
numberless. 

Pierre. And wouldst thou have me live on terms 
like thine ? 
Base, as thou'rt fals e ^ > 

Ji^. No; 'tis to me that's granted ; 
The safety of thy life was al) 1 aim'd at, 
In recompense for faith and trust so broken. 

Pierre. I scorn it more, because preserved by thee ; 
And, as when first my foolish heart took pity* 
On thy misfortunes, sought thee in thy miseries, 
Relieved thy wants, and rais'd thee from the state 
Of wretchedness, in which thy fate had plung'd thee. 
To rank thee in my list of noble friends; 
All I regeiv'd, in surety for thy truth, 
Were unregarded paths, and this, this dagger. 
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Given with a worthless pledge, thou since hast stolV : 
So I restore it back to thee again ; 
Swearing by all those powers which thou hast violated. 
Never from this curs*d hoar, to hold communion, 
Friendship, or interest, with thee, tho' our -years 
Were to exceed those limited the world, ' - » 

Take it — farewell — for now t owe thee nothing. 

Jiojf. Say, thou wilt live then. 

Pierre. For my life, dispose it 
Just as thou wilt, because 'tis what I'm tir^d with. 

Jaff. O Pierre ! ; 

Pierre, No more. 

J(^. My eyes won't lose the sight of thee, 
But languish after thine, and ache with gazing. ' ' 

Pierre, Leave me— Nay, then thus, thus! throw thee 
from me ; 
And curses, great as is thy falsehood, catch thee ! 

[Exit. 

Jnff* He's gorke, my father, friend, preserver ; ' 
And here's the portion he has left me ; 
This dagger. Well remembered ! with this dagger, 
I gave a solemn vow of dire importance ; 
Parted with this, and Belvidera together. 
Have a care, mem'ry, drive that thought no farther: 
No, 111 esteem it, as a friend's last legacy; 
Treasure it up, within this wretched bosom, . 
Where it may grow acquainted with my heart. 
That, when they meet, they start not from each other» 
So, jtow for thinking — A blow, call'd traitor, villain,. 
Coward, dishonourable coward ; faugh 1 
Oh for a long round sleep, and so forget it t 
Down, busy devil. 

Either Bei.vid£]ia. 

'\ Bel. Whither shall I fly ? 

Where hide me and my miseries together? 

Where's now the Roman constancy I boasted ! 

Sunk into trembling fears and desperation, ' 



it TKNICB PRESERVED. [aCT IWk 

Not daring to look up to that dear face, 

Which us'd to smile, even on my faults ; but, down 

Bending these miserable eyes to earth, 

Must move in penance, and implore much mercy. 

Ji^. Mercy ! kind Heaven has surely endless storei 
Hoarded for thee, of blessings yet untasted : 
Let wretches loaded hard with guilt as I am, 
Bow with the weight, and groan beneath the burden. 
Before the footstool of that Heav'n theyVe injured. 
O Belvidera ! I'm the wretched'st creature 
£'er crawl'd on earth. 

Bel. Alas! I know thy sorrows are most mighty. 

Ji^. My fritnd too, Belvidera, that dear friend. 
Who, next to thee, was all my health rejoic'd in, 
Has us'd me like a slave, shamefully us'd me : 
7would break thy pitying heart to hear the story. 

Bel, What has he done? 

Ja^T* O my dear angel ! in that friend, IVe lost 
Ail my soul's peaCe ; for every thought of him, 
Strikes my sense hard, and deads it in my brains ( 
Wouldst thou believe it ? 
Before we parted, 

Ere yet his guards had led him to his prison, 
Full of severest sorrows for his sufferings, 
As at his feet I kneel'd, and sued for mercy, 
With a reproachful hand, he dash'd a blow : 
He struck me, Belvidera ! by Heaven he struck me ! 
Buffeted, called me traitor, villain, coward. 
Am I a coward ? am I a villain ? tell me : 
Thou'rt the best judge, and mad'st me, if I am so? 
Damnation! coward! 

Bel. Oh ! forgive him, Jaffier; 
And, if his sufijerings wound thy heart already. 
What will they do' to-mof row ? 

Jaff. Ah I 

Bd* To-morrow, 
When thou shalt see him stretch'd in all the agonies 
Of a tormenting and a shameful death ; 
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What will thy heart do then ? Oh ! sure 'twill stream^ 
like my eyes now, 

Jaff, What means thy dreadful story ? 
Death and to-morrow ? 

Bel. The faithless senators, 'tis the/ve decreed it, 
^They say according to our friends' request, 
They shall have death, and not ignoble bondage ; 
Declare their promis*d mercy all as forfeited: 
False to their oaths, and deaf to intercession. 
Warrants are passed for public death to-morrow. 

Jaffl Death t doom'd to die ! condemn'd unheard ! 
unpleaded ! 

BeL Nay, cruei'st racks and torments are preparing 
To force confession from their dying pangs. 
Oh ! do not look so terribly upon me ! 
How your lips shake, and all your face disorder'd I 
What means my love f 

Jaff. Leave me, 1 charge thee, leave me ! — Strong 
temptations 
Wake in my heart. 

BeL For what } 

Jaff. No more, but leave me. 

Be/. Why? 

Jaff. Oh\ by Heav'n, I love thee with that fond* 
ness, 
I would not have thee stay a moment longer 
Near these curs'd hands. 

[PuUs the Dagger haff'out of Mb Bosom, attdpui$ 
it back agom. 
Art thou nol terrified ? 

Bel. No; 

Jaff Call to mind 
What thou hast done, and whither thou hast brought 
me. 

Bel. Hah ! 

Jaff. Where's ftiy friend ? my friend, thou smiling 
mischief ! 
Nay, shrink not, now 'tis too late ; for dire revenge 
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Is up, and raging for my fritnd. He groans ! 
Hark, how he groans ! bis screams are in my e^rs I 
Already, see, they've fix'd him on the wheel, . \^ 
And now they tear him — Murder ! perjur'd senatie ! 
Murder— Oh !-^Hark thee, traitress, thou ha&t done 
this ! 
* Thanks to thy tears, and false persuading love. 
How her eyes speak ! oh, thou bewitching creature! 
Madness can^ hurt thee. Come, thou little trembler, 
Creep even into my heart, and there lie safe ; 
Tis thy own citadel— Hah — yet stand off, 
Heav'n must have justice, and my broken vows 
Will sink me else beneath its reaching mercy. 
I'll wink, and then 'tis done 

BeL What means the lord 
Of me, my life, and love ? What's in thy bosom, 
Thou grasp'st at so ? 

[Jaffiee draws the Dagger j and offers to stab her. 
Ah [ do not kill me, Jaffier. 

Jaff, Know, Belvidera, when we parted last, 
I gave this dagger with thee, as in trust. 
To be thy portion if I e'er prov'd false, 
Oq such condition was my truth believ'd : 
But -now- 'tis forfeited, and must be paid for. 

[Offers to stab her again. 
Bel. Oh ! mercy ! 
Jaff. Nay, no struggling. 
.fiol. Now,tben, kill me. 
"^ [Leaps on his Necky and kisses Mm. 

While thus I cling about thy cruel neck. 
Kiss thy revengeful lips, and die in joys 
Greater than any I can guess hereafter. 

Jaff, I am, I am a coward, witness Heav'n, 
Witness it, earth, and ev'ry being witness : 
Tis but one blow ! yet, by immortal love, 
I cannot longer bear a thought to harm thee. 

[He throws away the Vagger^ and traces her. 
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The seal of Providence is sure upoi^ thee ; 
And thou wast born for yet unheard-of wonders. 
Oh ! tfabu wert either botn to save or damn m^ 
By aU the power that's given thee o'er my soul, 
By thy resistless tears and conquering smiles. 
By thy victorious love that still waits on thee, 
riy to thy cruel faUier, save my friend. 
Or idl our future quiet's lost for ever. 
Fall at his feet, cling round his rev'rend knees, 
Speak to him with thy eyes, and with thy teats 
Melt his hard heart, and wake dead nature in him, 
Nor, tiU thy prayers are granted, set him free. 
But conquer him, as thou hast vanquished me. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I« 



Ah Aparfmmt in P&ivu's H<me. 

Either Priu LI. 

Prtt(£. Why, cruel Heaven, have my unhappy daya 
Been l^ngthenM to this sad one? Oh ! dishonour, 
And deathless infamy hkve fidrn upon me. 
Was it my fault ? Am I a traitor I No. 
But then, my only child, my daughter wedded % 
There my best blood runs foul, and a disease 
Incurable has seised upon my memory. 
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Enter BeLvideiia, in a MoumUtg VeU. 

BeL He's there^ my father, my inhuman fi^er,' 
Thaty for three years, has left an only child, 
Expos'd to all the outrages of fate. 
And cruel ruin ! — OhJ ' ■ ' 

Pfiidi. What phild of sorrow 
Art thou, that com'st, wrapt up in weeds of sadness. 
And mov'st as if thy steps were towards a grave? 

Btl. A wretch, who, from the very top of hapt^ine^ 
Am foilen into die lowest depths of .misery. 
And want your pitying hand to raise nw up again* 

Priuli. What wouldst thou beg for ? , 

BtL Pity and.forgiveness. {Throws up ker VdL 
By the kind tender names of child and father, 
Hear my complaints, and take me to your love; 

Prtii/i. ,My daughter ! ' . , ^ 

BeL Yes, ypur daughter ; an^ you've oft told m% 
With smiles of love, and chaste paternal kisses, 
I'd much resemblance of my mother. 

PriuU. Don't talk thus, 

BeL Yes, I must ; and you must hear too* 
1 have a husband. 

Priuli. Damn him ! ^ ' 

BeL Oh, do not curse him ! 
Hq would not speak so hard a. word towards y^a,. 
On any terms, however he deal with me. 

PriuU. Ah! what means my child? 

BeL Oh ! my husband, m^y dear husband, 
Carries a dagger in his once kind bosom. 
To pierce the heart of your poor Belvidera ! 

PrtWt. Kill thee I 

BeL Yes, k411 me. When he passed his faith 
And covenant against your state and senate. 
He gave me up a hostage for his truth : 
With me a dagger, and a dire commission, 
Whene'er he fail'd, to plunge it through this bosont* 
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1 learnt the danger/ehose the hour of love 
T attempt his heart, and bring it back to honour. 
Great love prevailed, and bl^s'd roe with success! 
He came, confessed, betray'd his dearest friends. 
For promised mercy. ' Now, they're doom'd to suffer ; 
GalFd with remembrtnce of what then was sworn, 
If they are lost, he^ws %' appease the gods • 

With this poor life, and make my blood th' atonement* 

Prrv/t. Heav«ns ! 

' Bei^ If I iwasever then your care, now hear me : 
Fly to the sena^^jave.the promisM lives 
Of his dear ftiends, ere- mine be made the sacrifice. 

Prttt/t. OH; my beartfs comfort I ' 

BeL Will you not, my fetther ? 
Weep not; but answer me. ^ 

PriuU. By Heav'n, 1 will ! 
Not one of them but what shall be immortal ! 
Canst thou forgive roe all my follies past ? 
Ill henceforth be indeed a ;bth.er ! never, 
Never more, thus expose, but cherish, thee. 
Dear aa the vital warmth that feeds my life ; 
Dear as^these eyes, that weep in fondness o'erthee: 
Peace to thy heart. Farewell ! 

BeL Go, and. remember. 
Tit Belvidera't life her father pleads for ! ^sdlhi^ 



ft'. 
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sens ii« 



Enter Captaik, 

Muffled DnmUf 

Guards, 

ExicuTiovBR, wiih Ate^ 

Revault, 

Spikosa, 

Elliot, 

TheodorEi 

DuRANDy 
MeZZANA) 

Pierre, 

Officer, 

Guards. 

They oil pan ever the Stage, and exeunt* 



BGBNB III. 

A Street. '\ 

£ii^er Jaffier. r 

/q^. Final destruction seize on all the ^f|ti<l ! 
Bend down, ye Heavens, And, shutting rouhd JHs earth. 
Crush the vile giohe into its irst confusion IV 

Enter Beltidera. 

Be/. My life I 

/(flyf . My plague !• 
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BeL Nay, then I see my ruin. 
If I must die I ** 

Jigf, No, death's this day too busy ; 
Thy fathei^s iU«>timed mercy came too latt» 
I thank thee for thy labours, though ; and him too. 
But all my poor, betrayed, unhappy friends, 
Haye summons to prepare for fate's black hour. 
Yet, Belvidera, do not fear my cruelty, «* : 
Nor let the thou|hts of d«|llb<hf^lc^x thyfaiicy * 
Btt^'amiiver m#^ wbar-1 shall demaml. 
With aifimr temper, and unshaken spirit. 

Bel, 1 will, when I've done weeping—— 

Ji^. Fie, no more on't ! 

How long is't since the miserable day ' 

We wedded firsts -r 

BeL Oh\ oh \ 

Jiiff, Nay, keep in thy tears. 
Lest they unman me^too. . ^ f 

Bd. Heaven knows I cannot ! 
The words you utter sound so very sadly, . «» 
The streams will follow . ' ' . 

J(Q|^. Come/ 111 kiss them dry then. 

Bel. But was't a miserable day \ 

Jqff. A curs'd one ! 

Bei. I thought it otherwise ; and you have often 
sworn. 
When sure you spoke the truth,, you've sworn, ypu 
bless'd'it. 

Jiof*. Twas a rash oath.. 

BSL Then why am I notcurs'd too } ^' * . 

3l(f. No, Belvidera'; by th' eternal truth| .^ 
1 ddte with toqr much fondness. 

&/. Stills kind r 
Still then do you love me ? 



Ji|^ Man ne^t wai bless'd, 



Sinci4he first pair first' met, as I have been. 
fief.;Then sure you will not curse ni^ \ 
J off. No, ni bless thee, 

r 3 
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I came on purpose, Belvidera, to bless thee. 

T is now, I think, tllree years, we\e liv'd together. 

BeL And may no fatal minute ever part us^ 
Till reverend grown, for age and love, we go 
Down to one grave, as our last bed, together ; 
There sleep in peace, till an eternal morning. 

Ji^. Did not I say, I came to bless thee ? 

BeL You did. 

Jd^. Then hear me, bounteous Heaven ! 
Pour down your blessings on this beauteous head. 
Where everlasting sweets are always springing. 
With a continual giving hand : let peace, 
Honour, and safety, always hover round her; 
Feed her with plenty ; let her eyes ne'er see 
A sight of sorrow, nor her heart know mourning; - 
Crown all her days with joy, her nights with*rest. 
Harmless as her own thoughts ; and prop her virtuje, 
To bear the loss of one that too much lov'd ; 
And comfort her with patience in our parting] 

Bel, How ? parting, parting I 

Jqfi Yes, for ever parting ! 
I have sworn, Belvidera, by yon Heaven, 
That best can tell how much I lose to leave thee. 
We part this hour for ever ! 

BeL Oh I call back 
Your cruel blessing ; stay with me, and. curse me. 

Jc^. Now hold, heart, or never f 

Bel. By all the tender days we've liv^d together. 
Pity my sad condition ; speak, but speak ! 

Jtff. Mtirder I unhold me : 
Or by Ih' immortal destiny that doom'd me 

[Dram his Dagger ^ 
To this curs'd minute. 111 not live one longer ! 

Resolve to let me go, or see me fall 

Hark ! the dismal bell [Patmg Bell, tolls* 

Tolls out for death ! I must attend its call too ; 
For my poor friend, my dying Pierre* expects me : 
He sent a message to require V<i see hitn 
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Before he died, and take his last forgivene^. 
Farewell for ever ! 

BeL Leave thy dagger with me ; 
Beqaeath me something — Not one kiss at parting ! 
Ob, my poor heart ! when wilt thou break ? 

Jt0\ Yet stay : 
We have a child, as yet a tender infant : 
Be a kind mother to him when I'm gpne; 
Breed him in virtue, and the paths of honour^ 
But never let him know his father's story; 
I charge thee, guard him from the wrongs my fate 
May do his future fortune or his name. 
Now — nearer yet — 
Oh, that my arms were rivetted 
Thus round thee ever! But my friends! my oath ! 
This, and no more ! [Kiises ker^ 

Bei. Another, sure another, 
For that poor little one, you've ta'en such care of, 
111 give't him truly. 

Jqf^, So — now, farewell ! 

BeL Forever? 

Ji^. Heav'n knows, for ever! all good angels guard 
thee ! [Exit. 

Bel. All ill ones, sure, had charge of me this mo- 
ment ! 
Oh, give me daggers, fire, or water ! 
How I could bleed, how bum, how drown, the waves 
Buzzing and foaming round my sinking head. 
Till I descended to the peaceful bottom ! 
Oh! there's all quiet — here, all rage and fury! 
The aii^s too thin, and pierces my weak brain ; 
I long for thick substantial sleep : Hell ! bell ! 
Burst from the centre, rage and roar aloud, 
If thou art half so hot, so mad as I am ! [Exit. 
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8CXVK IV. 

Si. Marias Place. 
A Seafoldf tmd a Whed^ prepared for the Execution of 

PlER&K. 

EtUer Captain I Pierre, Gua&dSi Execittiover, 

and Rabble. 

Pierre. My friend not yet come? 

Enter Jaffibe. 

J^. Oh, Pierre! [Falling on kii Kneee. 

Pierre. Dear to my arms, though thou'st undone 
my fame, 
I can't forget to love thee. Pr^ythee, Jaffier, 
Forgive that filthy blow, my passion dealt thee ; 
I am now preparing for the land of peace, 
And fain would have the charitable wuh€» 
Of all good men, like thee, to bless my journey. 
Q^t. The time grows short; your friends are 

dead already. 
J^. Dead! 

Pierre. Yes, dead, Jaffier! theyVe all died like men 
too. 
Worthy their character. 
Ji^. And what must I do ? 
Pierre. Qh, Jaffier! 
J(Sf' Speak aloud thy burden'd soul. 
And tell thy troubles to thy tortured friend. 

Pierre. Friend ! Couldst thou yet be a friend, a 
generous friend, 
I might hope comfort from thy noble sorrows. 
Heaven knows, 1 want a friend ! 
5 
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Jeff. And I a kind one. 
That would not thus scorn my repenting virtue, 
Or think, when he's to die, my thoughts are idle. 

Pierre. No ! live, I charge thee, Jaffier. 

J(0^. Yes, 1 will live : 
But it shall be to see thy fall reveng'd. 
At such a rate, as Venice long shall groan for. 

Pierre. Wilt thou ? 

Ji^. I will, by Heaven ! 

Pierre. Then still- thou'rt noble. 
And I forgive thee. Oh ! — yet — shall I trust thee i 

Joff. No ; IVe been false already. 

Pierre, Dost thou love me i 

j€ff. Rip up my heart, and satisfy thy ddubtings. 

Pierre. Curse on this weakness ! 

Ji^. Tears! Amazement! Tears! 
I never saw Uiee melted thus before ; 
And know there's something labouring in thy bosom, 
That must have vent ; though I'm a villain, tell me. 

Pierre. Seest thou that engine ? 

[PoitUing to the Wheel. 

J(f. Why? 

Pierre. Is't fit a soldier, who has liv'd with honourj 
Fought nations' quarrels, and been crown'd with con* 

quest. 
Be expos'd, a common carcase, on a wheel ? 
' Jtf. Hah ! 

Pierre. . Speak ! is't fitting ? 

Jaff. Fitting ! 

Pierre. Fd have thee undertake 
Something that's noble, to preserve my memory 
From the disgrace that's ready to attaint it. 

Capt. The day grows late, sir. 

Pierre. I'll make haste. Oh, Jafiier ! 
Though thou'st betray'd me, do me some way justice. 

Ja^. What's to be done ? 

Pierre. This and no more. [He whispers Jaffier. 

Jeff. Hah ! is't then so ? 
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' ' Pierrt. Most certainly, 

Jtf. ni do't. 

Pierre. Remember. 

Capt, Sir i 

Pierre. Come, now Vm ready. 
Captain, you should he a gentleman of honour ; 
Keep off the rabble^ that I may have room 
To entertain my fate, and die with decency. 
You'll think on't ? [To Jafpibr« 

J(^. Twont grow stale before to-morrow. 

[Pi£A&£ and Jaffikr ascend the Sa0old,~^ 
Executioner binds Pierre. 

Pierre. Now, Jaffier ! now I'm goii^ ! Now — 

Ja^. Have at thee. 
Thou honest heart, then ! — ^here — [Stabs Urn. 

And this, is well too. [Stabs himse^. 

Pierre. Nbw thou hast indeed been faithful ! 
This was done nobly !— We have deceived the senate, 

Jajg^. Bravely! 

Pierre. Ha ! ha ! ha!-K>h ! oh ! [IXer. 

J<^. Now, ye curs'd rulers, 
Thus of the blood ye*ve shed, I make libation^ 
And sprinkle it mingling. May it rest upon you. 
And ail your race. Oh, poor Belvidera 1 
Sir, I have a wife ; bear this in safety to her, 
A token that, with my dying breath, I blessM her. 
And the dear little infant left behind me. 
I'm sick — I'm quiet. [Dies* 

\The Scene shuts «;poii thenu 
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SCSVA V. 



An Apartment in PmvLi's House. 



EfUtrPtLivLi; P&LviDE&Ay dutraeted; mid Two (^ 

her WoMKir. 

FriuU. Strengthen her heart with patience, pitying 

Heav'nl 
Bel. Com^yCome, come, come, come; nay, come 
to bed, 
Fr^ythee, my love. The winds! hark how they 

whistle I 
And the rain beats ! Oh, how the weather shrinics me I 
I say you shall not go, you shall not: 
Whip your ill-nature ; get you gone, then ; Oh ! 
Ate you retum'd ? See, father, here he's come again I 
Am I to blame to love him ? O, thou dear one! 
Why do you (ly me ? Are you angry still, then ? 
Jamer, where art thou ? Father, why do you do thus I 
Stand off! don't hide him from me! He's there some- 
where* 
Stand off, I say ! What, gone } Remember, tyrant, 
I may revenge myself for this trick, one day. 

Enter Captain of ths Guaed, oind tM^cn 

Paiuli. 

PriuU, News ? what news f 

Capi. Most sad, sir : 
Jafier, upon the scaffold, to prevent 
A shameful death, stabb'd Pierre, and next himself; 
Both fell together* 



€6 TSIUCK PRBSKRVBD. {aCT T. 

BeL Ha! Ibok there! 
My husband bloody, and his friend tool Murder ! 
Who has done thLt ? Speak to mei thou sad vision ; 
On thtse poor trembling knees, I beg it. Vanished !— • 
Here they went down — Ob^ Til dig, dig the den up I 
Hoa, Jaffier, Jaffier ! 

Peep up, and give me but a look. I have him ! 
I have got him, father 1 Oh ! 

My love ! my dear ! my blessing ! help me ! help me ! 
They have hold of me, and drag me to the bottom ! 
Nay — now thfey pull so hard — farewell [Dief* 

PnuH. Oh ! lead me into some place, that's fit for 
mourning; 
Where the free air, light, and the cheerful sun. 
May never enter; hang it round with black, 
Set up one taper, that may light a day. 
As long as Fve to live; and there all leave me : 
Sparing no tears, when you this tale relate, • 
But bid all cruel fathenf dread my fate. 
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REMARKS. 



This play is the work of a man of singular charac* 
ter. He was attached to convivial, and even dissi- 
pated, enjoyments; yet the productions of his pen 
breathe the purest morality, and the chief practice of 
his life was benevolence, and every other charitable 
virtue. 

Steele is a well known name to the admirers of the 
Spectator, the Tatler, and others of his excellent 
publications. He was the colleague of the great Ad- 
dison, in dispensing instruction and amusement to the 
English nation, who reformed their follies, and even 
their vices, on the perusal of his able lessons. 

The faults, which he saw and regretted in himself, 
he took infinite pains to eradicate from the inclina- 
tion of his neighbour. Industriously dissecting his 
own heart, and beholding each avenue to delinquency, 
he applied public remedies so efficacious against every 
minor, as well as capital, error, that his name comes 
down to posterity as one of the first among British 
mocalists. 

Steele was born about the year 1676, in Ireland ; 
in which kingdom a branch of his family was po8<> 
sessed of a considerable estate. His father was of 
English extraction, but resided in Dublin; was a 
counsellor there, and private secretary to James, 

b2 
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Duke of Ormond. He sent this, his son Richard, 
into England for education ; where* at the school of 
the Charter-house, he contracted that intimacy with 
Addison, his schoolfellow, which lasted, till death 
dissolved their friendship. 

The taste of Richard Steele, on arriving at man- 
liood, first led him to the army, and he became an 
ensign in the Guards, and afterwards a captain in 
the corps of Fusileers. A taste for polite literature 
succeeded his military propensity ; and he appeared 
before the public, as a dramatist, in the comedy of 
" The Funeral ; or. Grief a la Mode." 

In the choice of his pursuits, both as a soldier and 
an author, he offended his nearest relations, and 
thereby lost all hopes of succeeding to that property^ 
of which it was in their power to have rendered him 
possessed; but, in return for this serious and sub- 
stantial good which he inconsiderately relinquished, he 
found himself the joy, the idol, of his gay companions ; 
and valued such encomiums as his wit and humour 
excited, beyond every allurement which true affec- 
tion or sage advice could offer. 

His first success as a dramatic writer was soon 
embittered by a failure in his play of '^ The Lying 
Lover." fiut, possessing spirits untamed by disap^ 
pointment, he pursued his literary employment with 
renovated ardour, and in his future compositions was 
-generally fortunate. 

The ^* Conscious Lovers" redeemed the credit he 
had previously forfeited ; and in giving the town a 
novelty, by combining moral instruction with enters 
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tainment, he established a reputation with the good^ 
and augmented his sway among the depraved. 

This play was performed at Drury Lane in 1721. 
The merit of the graver scenes, from which the most 
powerful effect was produced at the time it first ap- 
peared, has since been much obscured by imitations 
which have surpassed the original ; but to Steele are 
due the honours of originality, and of teaching an au* 
dience to think and to feel, as well as to laugh and 
applaud, at the representation of a comedy. 

The scenes, wherein Bevil and Indiana are con- 
cerned either together or separately, have ever been 
considered as elegantly written, highly refined, and 
deeply interesting. There is, notwithstanding, a de- 
gree of languor which pervades some of those scenes 
in the representation ; nor has the remaining part of 
the comedy force sufficient to buoy up those charac- 
ters, which, upon the stage, sink into insipidity, through 
the lifeless weight of mere refinement. 

But though neither the extravagant raptures of 
love, nor the brilliancy of wit, are here to be found ; 
sprightly dialogue, nervous sentiment, with affecting 
incident, are excellent substitutes: and if, in the 
character of Cimberton, the author has at times de- 
graded his muse, to comply with the degraded taste 
of the auditors of that period ; the readers of this, will 
pardon such a fault in one, who seldom offended against 
good manners : and they will surely set a peculiar 
value on the whole drama, as the work of Sir Richard 
Steele. 

This celebrated author added to his other profes- 

3 
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stons, that of a politician ; and his pen was of infinite 
use to the party whose opinions he adopted. He was 
indefatigable in producing pamphlets, essays, and 
other political writings, in support of his friends, and 
to the annoyance of their adversaries. 

As Steele took all the liberty with the press which 
the press would give, and sometimes a little more — 
so, as he ranged himself with the strong or with the 
weak, on the ministerial or on the opposition side of 
the question, was he alternately punished or re- 
warded. 

' About the middle of Queen Anne's reign, this 
author was both a placeman and pensioner — towards 
the end of it, he found the resignation of all such profit 
necessary ; and having procured a scat in parliament, 
was expelled from that house for writing seditious 
Hbels. 

On the accession of George the First, he was taken 
into favour, on account of his former disloyalty ; was 
appointed surveyor to the royal stables at Hampton 
Court; was put into the commission of the peace for 
the county of Middlesex ; obtained a patent from his 
majesty, which made him manager and governor of 
the royal company of comedians, during his life, and 
received the honour of knighthood. 

Sir Richard was now once again chosen a repre* 
sentative in parliament, and obtained a more lucrative 
appointment than ever, as one of the commissioners 
for inquiring into the estates, forfeited by the late re- 
bellion in Scotland. But neither this, the income 
which arose from his various other sinecure places, 
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nor a fortune and estate which marriage had brought 
him, were sufficient to supply that idle luxuxy in which 
he lived, and the bounty he bestowed upon the neces- 
sitous. He was so inconsiderate, that his very best 
deeds lost that virtue which they would have derived 
from premeditation. 

Although, from his careless character, the gifts 
which Steele bestowed upon the poor may be ascribed 
to his want of thought ; still the advice,- the admoni* 
tions, which he generously gave to the world, can 
admit of no such conclusion— ^for he certainly did 
not write without thinking. 
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SCENE^London. 



THE 

CONSCIOUS LOVERS, 



ACT THE FIRST. 



ftCEVE I. 

Sir John Betil's House* 

Sir John Bevil and Humphrey discovered. 

Sir J, BcD, Have you ordered, that I should not be 
interrupted while I am dressing f 

Humph. Yes, sir; I believed you had something of 
moment to say to me. 

Sir J. Beo. Ill tell thee, then. In the first place, 
this wedding of my son's, in all probability, will never 
be at all. 

Humph, How, sir, not be at all ! for what reason 
b it carried on in appearance ? 
- Sir J. Bev. Honest Humphrey, have patience,. and 
111 tell thee all in order. I have myself in some 
part of my life lived indeed with freedom, but I hope 
without reproach : now, I thought liberty would be 
as little injurious to my son ; therefore, as soon as he 
grew towards man, I indulged him in living after his 
•WA manner. I knew not how otherwise to judge of 
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his inclination ; for ivhat can be concluded from a 
behaviour under restraint and fear ? To be short, 
Humphrey, his reputation was so fair in the world, 
that old Sealand, the great India merchant, has of- 
fered his only daughter, and sole heiress to that vast 
estate of his, as a wife for him. You may be sure, 
I made no difficulties ; the match was agreed on, and 
this very day named for the wedding. 

Humph. What hinders the proceeding } 

Sir J. Bev, Don't interrupt me. You know 1 was 
last Thursday at the masquerade ; my son, you may 

remember, soon found us out he knew his grnnd- 

fathei^s habit, which I then wore ; and though it was 
in the mode in the last age, yet the maskers, you 
know, followed us as if we had been the most mon- 
strous figures in that whole assembly. 

Humph, 1 remember, indeed, a young man of qua- 
lity, in the habit of a clown, that was particularly 
troublesome. 

Sir J. Beo, Right — he was too much what he 
seemed to be. You remember how impertinently he 
followed and teased us, and would know who we 
were. 

Humph. I know he has a mind to come into that 
particular. [Aside. 

Sir J, Bev. Ay, he followed us till the gentleman 
who led the lady in the Indian mantle presented that 
gay creature to the rustic, and bid him (like Cymon 
in the fable) grow polite, by falling in love, and let 
that worthy old gentleman alone, meaning me. The 
clown was not reformed, but rudely persfsted, and 
offered to force off my mask ; with that, the gentle- 
man, throwing off his own, appeared to be my son, 
and, in his concern for me, tore off that of the noble- 
man : at this they seized each other, the company 
called the guards, and in the surprise the lady 
swooned away ; upon which my son quitted his ad- 
versary^ and had now no care but of the lady ■ ■■ 
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when raising her in his arms, *' Art thou gone,** 

cried he, " for ever forbid it^ Heaven!" — She 

revives at his known voice — and with the most fai* 
miliar, though modest gesture, hangs on his shoulder 
weeping, but wept as in the arms of one before whom 
she could give herself a loose, were she not under ob- 
servation : while she hides her face in his neck, he 
carefully conveys her from the company. 

Humph. I have observed this accident has dwelt 
upon you very strongly. 

Sir J. Bev. Her uncommon air, her noble modesty, 
the dignity of her person, and the occasion itself, 
drew the whole assembly together ; and I soon heard 
it buzzed about she was the adopted daughter of a 
famous sea-officer, who had served in France. Now 
this unexpected and public discovery of my son's so 
deep concern for .her 

Humph. Was what, I suppose, alarmed Mr. Sea- 
land, in belialf of his daughter, to break off the 
match. 

Sir J. Bev. You are right — he came to me yester- 
day, and said he thought himself disengaged from 
the bargain, being credibly informed my son was al* 
ready married, or worse, to the lady at the masque-* 
rade. I palliated matters, and insisted on our agree- 
ment ; but we parted with little less than a direct 
breach between us. 

Humph. Well, sir, and what notice have you taken 
of all this to my young master ? 

Sir J. Bev. That's what I wanted to debate with 
you — I have said nothing to him yet — But lookye, 
Humphrey, if there is so much in this amour of his, 
that he denies, upon my summons, to marry, I shall 
know how far he is engaged to this lady in masque- 
rade^ and from thence only shall be able to take my 
measures ; in the mean time, I would have you find 
out how far that rogue, his man, is let into his secret—* 
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he, I know, will play tricks as much to cross me as 
to serve his master. 

Humph. Why do you think so of him, sir f I be- 
lieve he is no worse than I was for you at your son*s 

age. 

Sir J. Beo. I see it in the rascal's looks. I'll go to 
my son immediately, and while I'm gone, your part 
is to convince his rogue, Tom, that I am in earnest, 
ril leave him to you. [Exit* 

Htanph, Well, though this father and son live as 
well together as possible, yet their fear of giving each 
other pain is attended with constant mutual uneasi* 
ness. O, here's the prince of poor coxcombs, the 
representative of all the better fed than taught ! — 
Ho, ho, Tom ! whither so gay and so airy this morn- 
ing? 

£ft^erToM, singing* 

Tom* Sir, we servants of single gentlemen are an« 
other kind of people than you domestic ordinary 
drudges that do business ; we are raised above you : 
the pleasures of board wages, tavern dinners, and 
many a clear g^in, vails, alas ! you never heard or 
dreamt of. 

. Humph. Thou hast follies and vices enough for a 
man of ten thousand a year, though it is but as 
t'other day that I sent for you to town to put you 
into Mr, Sealand's family, that you might learn a 
little before I put you to my young master, who is 
too gentk for training such a rude thing as you were 
into proper obedience.— You then pulled off your 
bat to every one you met in the street, like a bashful^ 
great, awkward cub, as you were. But your great 
jOftken cudgel, when you were a booby, became you 
much better than^ that dangling stick at your button, 
now you are a fop, that's fit for nothing, except it 
li^ngs there to be ready for your master's hand, when 
you are impertinent. 
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Tom, Uncle Humplirey,'you know my master scorns 
to strike his servants; you talk as if the world was 
now just as it was when my old master and you were 

in your youth when you went to dinner because 

it was so much o'clock, when the great blow was 
given in the hall at the pantry door, and all the fa- 
mily came out of their holes in such strange dresses 
and formal faces as you see in the pictures in our long 
gallery in the country. 

Humph. Why, you wild rogue ! 

Tom. You could not fall to your dinner, till a for- 
mal fellow in a black gown said something over the 
meat, as if the cook had not made it ready enough. 

Humph, Sirrah, who do you prate after ? — despising 
men of sacred characters ! I hope you never heard 
my young master talk so like a profligate. 

Tom, Sir, I say you put upon me when I first came 
to town about being orderly, and the doctrine of 
wearing shams, to make linen last clean a fortnight, 
keeping my clothes fresh, and wearing a frock within 
doors.' 

Humph, Sirrah, I gave you those lessons, because I 
supposed at that time your master and you might 
have dined at home every day, and cost you nothing ; 
then you might have made you a good family ser- 
vant ; but the gang you have frequented since, at cho- 
colate houses and taverns, in a continual round of 
noise and extravagance 

Tom, I don't know what you heavy inmates call 
noise and extravagance; but we gentlemen, who are 
well fed, and cut a .figure, sir, think it a fine life, and 
that we must be very pretty fellows, who are kept 
only to be looked at. 

Humph. Very well, sir — I hope the fashion of be- 
ing lewd and extravagant, despising of decency and 
order, is almost at an end, since it is arrived at per- 
sons of your quality. 
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Tom, Master Humphrey, ha ! ha ! you were an un- 
happy lad, to be sent up to town in such queer clays' 
as you were. Why now, sir, the lackeys are the 
men of pleasure of the age ; the top gamesters, and 
many a laced coat about town, have had their edu- 
cation ii> our party coloured regiment. — We are false 
lovers, have a taste of music, poetry, billet doux, 
dress, politics; ruin damsels ; and when we are weary 
of this lewd town, and have a mind to take up, whip 
into our masters' clothes, and marry fortujies. 

Humph, Sirrah, there is no enduring your extra- 
vagance ; I'll hear you prate no longer : 1 wanted to 
see you, to inquire how things go with your master, as 
far as you understand them : I suppose he knows he ^ 
is to be married to-day. 

Torn. Ay, sir, he knows it, and is dressed as gay as 
the sun ; but, between you and 1, my dear^ he has a 
very heavy heart under all that gaiety. As soon as 
he was dressed, I retired, but overheard him sigh in 
the most heavy manner. He walked thoughtfully to 
and fro in the room, then went into his closet : when 
he came out, he gave me this for his mistress, whose 
maid, you know 

Humph, Is passionately fond of your fine person. 

Tom, The poor fool is so tender, and loves to hear 
me talk of the world, and the plays, operas, and mas- 
querades ; and lard ! says she, you are so wild — but 
you have a world of humour. 

Humph. Coxcomb \ Well, but why don't you run 
with your master's letter to Mrs. Lucinda, as he or- 
dered you ? 

Tim, Because Mrs, Lucinda is not so easily come 
at as you think for. 

Humph, Not easily come at ? why, sir, are not her 
father and' my old roaster agreed that she and Mr 
Bevil are to be one flesh before to-morrow morn«> 
ing? 
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Tom. It's no matter for that : her mother, it seems, 
Mrs. Sealand, has not agreed to it ; and you must 
know, Mr. Humphrey, that in that family the grey 
mare is the better horse. 

Humph, What dost thou mean ? 

Tom^ In one word, Mrs. Sealand pretends to have 
a will of her own, and has provided a relation of hers, 
a stiff starched philosopher, and a wise fool, for her 
daughter ; for which reason, for these ten days past, 
she has suffered no message nor letter from my master 
to come near her. 

Humph, And where had you this intelligence ? 

Tom, From a foolish fond soul, that can keep no- 
thing from me-^ one that will deliver this letter too, 

if she is rightly manag'd. 

Htoftiph, What, her pretty handmaid, Mrs. Phillis ? 

Tom. Even she, sir. This is the very hour, you 
know, she usually comes hither, under a pretence of 
a visit to our housekeeper, fors6bth, but in reality to 
have a glance at 

Humph, Your sweet face, I warrant you. 

2W. Nothing else in nature. You must know I 
love to fret and play with the little wanton 

Humph, Play with the little wanton 1 what will 
this world come to ! 

Tom, I met her this morning in a new gown, not a 
bit the worse for her lady's wearing, and she has al- 
ways new thoughts and new airs with new clothes- 
then she never fails to steal some glance or gesture 
from every visitant at their house, and is indeed the 

whole town of coquettes at secondhand. But 

here she comes ; in -one motion she speaks and de- 
scribes herself better than all the wurds in the world 
can. 

Humph. Then I hope, dear sir, when your own af- 
fair is over, you will be so good as to mind your mas- 
ter's with her. 
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Tom. Dear Humphrey ! you know my master is 
my friend, and those are people I never forget — 

Humph, Sauciness itself! but Til leave you to do 
your best for him. [Exit, 

Enter Phillis. 

Phil. O Mr. .I'homas, is Mrs. Sugarkey at home i 
— Lard ! one is almost ashamed to pass along the 
streets. The town is quite empty, and nobody of 
fashion left in it; and the ordinary people do so stare 
to see any thing dressed like a woman of condition, 
pass by. Alas ! alas ! it is a sad thing to walk. O 
fortune, fortune ! 

'Tom. What! a sad thing to walk ! why, madam 
Phillis, do you wish yourself lame ? 

PhU. No, Mr. Thomas, but I wish I were generally 
carried in a coach or chair, and of a fortune neither 
to stand nor go, but to totter, or slide, to be short- 
sighted, or stare, to tleer in the face, to look distant, 
to observe, to overlook, yet all become me ; and if I 
were rich, I could twire and loll as well as the best 
of them. O Tom, Tom ! is it not a pity that you 
should be so great a coxcomb, and I so great a co- 
quette, and yet be such poor devils as we are ? 

Tom. Mrs. Phillis,. I am your humble servant for 
that— 

PhU. Yes, iVlr. Thomas, I know how much you are 
my humble servant, and know what you said to Mrs. 
Judy, upon seeing her in one of her lady's cast man- 
tuas, that .any one would have thought her the lady, 
and that she had ordered the other to wear it till it 
tat easy — for now only it was becoming — This you 
said after somebody or other, O Tom, Tom ! thou 
art as false and as base as the best gentleman of them 
all : but, you wretch ! talk to me no more on the 
odious subject ; don't, I say. 

Tom* I know not how to resist your commands, 
madam. [Jn a submissive Tone^ retiring. 
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Phil. Commands about parting arc grown mighty 
easy to you of late. 

Tom. O, I have her ! I have nettled and put her 
into the right temper to be wrought upon and set a 
prating. [Aside.] — Why, truly, to be plain with you, 
Mrs. PhilKs, I can take little comfort of late in fre- 
quenting your house. 

Phil. Pray, Mr. Thomas, what is it, all of a sudden, 
offends your nicety at our house ? 

Tom. I don't care to speak particulars, but I dis-' 
like the whole. 

Phil. I thank you, sir ; I am a part of that whole. 

Tom, Mistake me not, good Phillis. 

PhiL Good Phillis ! saucy enough. But however-— 

Tom. I say it is, that thou art a part which gives 
me pain for the disposition of the whole. You must 
know, madam, to be serious, I am a msin at the bot- 
tom of prodigious nice honour. You are too much, 
exposed to company at "your house. To be plain, I 
don't like so many, that would be your mistress's lo- 
vers, whispering to you. 

Phil. Don't think to put that upon me. You say 
this, because I wrung you to the heart when I touched 
your guilty conscience about Judy. 
- Tom. Don't disparage your charms, good Phillis, 
with jealousy of so worthless an object ; besides, she 
is a poor hussy; and if you doubt the sincerity of ray 
love, you will allow me true to my interest. You are 
a fortune, Phillis — , 

Phil. What would the fop be at now ? In good time 
indeed, you shall be setting up for a fortune. 

Tom. Dear Mrs. Phillis ! you have such a spirit 
that we shall never be dull in mrrriage, when we come 
together. But I tell you, you area fortune, and you 
have an estate in my hands. 

[He pulls out a Purse — she eyes it. 

Phil. What pretence have I to what is in your 
hands, Mr. Thomas ? 

c 3 
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Tom. As thus : there are hours, you know, when 
a lady is neither pleased nor displeased, neither sick 
nor well, when she lolls or loiters, when she is with- 
out desires, from having more of every thing than she 
knows what to do with. 

Phil Well, what then ? 

Tom. When she has not life enough to keep her 
bright eyes quite open to look at her own dear image 
in the glass. 

Fhil. Explain thyself, and don't be so fond of thy 
own prating. 

Tom, There arc also prosperous and good natur'd 
moments, as when a knot or a patch is happily fixed, 
when the complexion particularly flourishes. 

PhU. Well, what then ? I have not patience ! 

Tom, Why then — or on the like occasions — we ser- 
vants, who have skill to know hokv to time business, 
see, when such a pretty folded thing as this is [Shows 
a Letter^ may be presented, laid, or dropped, as best 
suits the present humour. And, madam, because it 
is a long wearisome journey to run through all the 
several stages of a lady's temper, my master, who is 
the most reasonable man in the world, presents you 
this, to bear your charges on'the road. 

[Gives her the Pune, 

PhU. Now, you think me a corrupt hussy. 

Tom. O fie ! I only think you'll take the letter. 

Phil. Nay, I know you do ; but I know my own 
innocence : I take it for my mistress's sake. 

Tor/i. I know it, my pretty one ! I know it. 

Phil. Yes, I say 1 do it, because I would not have 
my mistress deluded by one, who gives no proof of his 
passion : but I'll talk more of this as you sec me 

on my way home. No, Tom ; 1 assure thee I take 

this trash of thy master's, not for the value of the 
thing, but as it convinces me he has a true respect for 
my mistress. ' I remember a verse to the purpose : — 
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They may be fabe, who languish and complain^ 
But they who part with money never feign. 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE II. 

BEviL^'uftta/^ Lodgingi, 

BzviL Junior diicovered reading. 

Bev.jun. These moral writers practise virtue after 
death. This charming vision of Mirza! such an au- 
thor consulted in a morning sets the spirits for the 
vicissitudes of the day better than the glass does a 
man's person. But what a day have 1 to go through ! 

to put on an easy look with an aching heart ! ^If 

this lady, my father urges me to marry, should not 
refuse me, my dilemma is insupportable. But why 
should I fear it ? Is not she in equal distress with me? 
Has not the letter I have sent her this morning con- 
fessed my inclinations to another ? Nay, have I not 
moral assurances of her engagements too to my friend 
Myrtle ? It's impossible but she must give in to it ; 
for sure to be denied is a favour any man may pre- 
tend to. It must be so. Well, then, with the as- 
surance of being rejected, I think I may confidently 
say to my father, I am ready to marry her — then let 
me resolve upon (what I am not very good at) an ho- 
nest dissimulation. 

Enter Tom. 

Tom. Sir John Bevil, sir, is in the next room. 
Bev.jun. Dunce ! why did you not bring him in ? 
Tom. I told him, sir, you were in your closet. « 
Bev.jun. I thought you had known, sir, it was my 
duty to sec ray father any where. 

[Going himself to tike Door. 
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Tom* ThedeviFs in my master! he has always 
more wit than I have. [Aside. 

Bevii. junior introducing Sir John. 

Bev,jun, Sir, you are the most gallant, the most 
complaisant, of all parents. — Sure 'tis not a compli- 
ment to say these lodgings are yours. — Why wou'd 
you not walk in, sir. 

Sir J. Bee. I was loath to interrupt you unseason- 
ably on your wedding-day. » 

Bev.jun, One, to whom I am beholden for my 
birth-day, might have used less ceremony. 

Sir J, Beo. Well, son, I have intelligence you have 
writ to your mistress this morning. It would please 
my curiosity to know the contents of a wedding-day 
letter, for courtship must then be over. 

Bev.jun. I assure you, sir, there was no insolence 
in it upon the prospect of such a vast fortune's being 
added to our family, but much acknowledgment of 
the lady's great desert. 

Sir J. Bev. But, dear Jack, are you in earnest in 
all this ? and will you really marry her? 

Bev.jun. Did I ever disobey any command of yours, 
sir? nay, any inclination that I saw you bent upon f 
If the lady is dressed and ready, you see I am. I sup- 
pose the lawyers are ready too. 

En^er Humphrey. 

Humph. Sir, Mr. Sealand is at the coffee-house, 
and has sent to speak with you. 

Sir J. Bev. O, that's well! then I warrant the 
lawyers are ready. Son, you'll be in the way you 

say 

. Bev.jun. If you please, sir, 111 take a chair, and 
go to Mr. Sealand's, where the young lady and I will 
wait your leisure. 
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Sir J, Beo. By no means — the old fellow will be 
so vain, if he sees 

Bev.Jtm. Ay, — but the young lady, sir, will think 
me so indifferent 

Humph. Ay — there you are right — ^press your rea- 
diness to go to the bride — he won't let you. 

[Aside to BEviLjun. 

Beo.jun, Are you sure of that ? 

[Aside to Humphrey. 

Humph. How he likes being prevented ! [Aside. 

Sir J. Bev. No, no ; you are an hour or two too 
early. [Looking on kis Watch. 

Bev.jun. To visit a beautiful, virtuous, young wo- 
iiian, in the pride and bloom of life, ready to give her- 
self to my ^rms, and to place her happiness or mi- 
sery for the future in being agreeable or displeasing 
to me, is a-^ Call a chair. 

SirJ^ Bev. Pray let me govern in this matter. 
You can't tell how humoursome old fellows are. — 
There's no offering reason to some of them, especially 
when they are rich. — I'll go myself, and take orders 
in your affair— You'll be in the way, I suppose, if I 

send to you — I'll leave your old friend with you 

Humphrey — don't let him stir, d'ye hear. Your ser- 
vant, your servant. [Exit Sir John. 

Humph. I have a sad time on't, sir, between you and 
my master — I see you are unwilling, and I know 
his violent inclinations for the match ; I must betray 
neither, and yet deceive you both, for your common 

good. Heav'n grant a good end of this matter : 

but there is a lady, sir, that gives your father much 
trouble and sorrow — You'll pardon me. 

Bev.jun. Humphrey, I know thou art a friend to 
both, and in that confidence I dare tell thee — ^That 
lady — is a woman of honour and virtue. You may 
assure yourself I never will marry without my fa- 
therms consent; b6t give me leave to say too, thisde- 
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claration does not come up to a promise that I will 
take whomsoever he pleases. 

Humph. My dear master ! were I but worthy to 
know this secret that so near concerns you, my life, 
my all, should be engaged .to serve you. This, sir, 
I dare promise, that I'm sure 1 will and can be secret : 
your trust, at worst, but leaves you where you were ; 
and if I cannot serve you, I will^at once be plain, and 
tell you so, 

Bev.jun. That's all I asjc. Thou hast made it now 

my interest to trust thee. Be patient, then, ' and 

hear the story of my heart. 

Humph. 1 am all attention, sin 

Beo.jun. You may remember, Humphrey, that' in 
my last travels my father grew uneasy at my making 
so long a stay at Toulon. 

Humph. I remember it ; he was apprehensive some 
woman had laid hold of you. 

Bev.jun. His fears were just, for there I first saw 
this lady : she is of English birth : her father's name 
was Danvers, a younger brother of an ancient family, 
and originally an eminent merchant of Bristol, who, 
upon repeated misfortunes, was reduced to go pri* 
vately to the Indies. In this retreat. Providence again 
grew favourable to his industry, and in six years time 
restored him to his former fortunes. On this he sent 
directions over, that his wife and little family should 
follow him to the Indies. His wife impatient to obey 
such welcome orders, would not wait the leisure of 
a convoy, but took the first occasion of a single ship, 
and with her husband's sister only, and this daughter, 
then scarce seven years old, undertook the fatal 
voyage : for here, poor creature, she lost her liberty 
and life : she and her family, with all they had, 
were unfortunately taken by a privateer from Toulon. 
Being thus made a prisoner, though, as such, not ill 
treated, yet the fright, • the shock, and the cruel 
disappomtment, seized with such violence upon 
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her unhealthy frame, she sickened, pined, and died at 
sea. i 

Humph. Poor soul I Oh, the helpless infant ! 

Bee, jun. Her sister yet survived, and had the care 
of her : the captain, too, proved to have humanity, 
and became a father to her ; for having himself mar- 
ried an English woman, and being childless, he 
brought home into Toulon this, her little countrywo- 
man, this orphan, I may call her, presenting her, with 
all her dead mother's moveables of value, to his wife, 
to be educated as his own adopted daughter. 

Humph. Fortune here seemed again to smile on her. 

Bev.Jun. Only to make her frowns more terrible ; 
for, in his height of fortune, this captain too, her be- 
nefactor, unfortunately was killed at sea, and dying 
intestate, his estate fell wholly to an advocate, his 
brother, who coming soon to take possession, there 
found, among his other riches, this blooming virgin 
at his mercy. 

Humph. He durst not sure abuse his power ! 

Bev.jun* No wonder, if his pampered blood was 

fired at the sight of her. In short, he loved ; but 

when all arts and gentle means had failed to move, he 
offered too his menaces in vain, denouncing vengeance 
on her cruelty, demanding her to account for all her 
maintenance from her childhood, seized on her lit- 
tle fortune, as his own inheritance, and was dragging 
her by violence to prison, when Providence at the 
instant interposed, and sent me by miracle to relieve 
her. 

Humph. Twas Providence, indeed ! But, pray, sir, 
after all this trouble, how came this lady at last to 
England ? 

Bev. jun. The disappointed advocate, finding she 
had so unexpected a support, on cooler thoughts de- 
scended to a composition, which I, without her know- 
ledge, secretly discharged. 
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Humph. That generous concealment made the ob- 
Hgatjon^ouble. 

Bev.jun» Having thus obtained her liberty, I pre- 
vailed, not without some difficulty, to see her safe to 
England, where we no sooner arrived, but my father, 
jeaiousof my being imprudently engaged, immediately 
proposed this other fatal match, that hangs upon my 
quiet. 

Humph, I find, sir, you are irrecoverably fixed upon 
this lady. 

Bev.jun, As my vital life dwells in my heart — and 
yet you see what I do to please my father; — walk in 
this pageantry of dress, this splendid covering of sor- 
row. 

Humph* Now, sir, I have but one material ques- 
tion — 

BcD.jun, Ask it freely. 

Humph» Is it, then, your own passion for this secret 
lady, or hers for you, that gives you this aversion to 
the match your father has proposed you ?- 

Bev.jun, I shall appear, Humphrey, more roman- 
tic in my answer than in all the rest of my story ; for 
though I dote on her to death, and have no little rea- 
son to believe she has the same thoughts for me, yet, 
in all my acquaintance and utmost privacies with 
her, I never once directly told her, that I loved. 

Humph, How was it possible to avoid it. 

Bev.jun, My tender obligations to my father have 
laid so inviolable a restraint upon my c<mduct, that, 
till I have his consent to speak, I am determined on 
that subject to be dumb for ever. 

Humph. Well, sir, to your praise be it spoken, you 
are certainly the most unfashionable lover in Great 
Britain. 



SC&N.Z XI-] TH£ CONSCIOUS 1.0VERS. 25. 

Enter Toii, 

Tom, Sir, Mr. Myrtle's at the next door, and, if 
you are at leisure, will be glad to wait on you. 

Bev.jutt. Whene'er he pleases Hold, Tom; did 

you receive no answer to my letter ? 

Tom, Sir, I was desired to call again ; for I was 
told, her mother would not let her be out of her sight; 
but about an hour hence, Mrs. Phillis said, I should 
have one, 

Beo,jun. Very well. [EwYTom. 

Humph. Sir, I will take another opportunity ; in 
the mean time I only think it proper to tell you, that, 
from a secret I know, you may appear to your father 
as forward as you please to marry Lucinda, without 

the least hazard of its coming to a conclusion. 

Sir, your most obedient servant. 
- Beo.jun. Honest Humphrey ! continue but my 
friend in this exigence and you shall always find me 
yours. [Exit Humphrey.] I long to hear how xny 
letter has succeeded with Lucinda. But I think it 
cannot fail ; Poor Myrtle ! what terrors must he be 
in all this while ! — ^Since he knows she is offered 
to me, and refused to him, there is no conversing, or 
taking any measures with him, for his own service. 
But i ought to bear with my friend, and use him as 
one in adversity. 

All his disquietudes by my own I prove. 

For noDe exceeds perplexity in love. [Exit, 



-*% 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



Blyil junior*s Lodgings* 

Enter Bev 11, jun, and Tom. 

Tom. Sir, Mr. Myrtle. 

Bev. jun. Very well. Do you step again, and 

wait for an answer to my letter. [Exit Tom« 

Enter Myrtle. 

Well, Charles, why so much care in thy countenance? 
Is there any thing in this world deserves it ? you, who, 
used to be so gay, so open so vacant ! 

Mj/rt. I think we have of late changed complexions. 
You, who used to be so much the graver man, are now 

all air in your behaviour. But the cause of my 

concern may, for aught I know, be the same object 
that gives you all this satisfaction. In a word, I am 
told, that you are this very day (and your dress con- 
firms mc in it) tcTbe married to Lucihda. 

Bev^jun, You are not misinformed. Nay, put 

not on the terrors of a rival till you hear me out. I 
shall disoblige the best of fathers, if I don't seem ready 
to marry Lqcinda; and you know I have ever told you, 
you might make use of my secret resolution never to 
marry her, for your own service, as you please : but I 
am now driven to the extremity of immediately re- 
fusing or complying, unless you help me to escape the 
match. 



« ^ 
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Myrt. Escape, sir, neither her merit nor her for- 
tune are below your acceptance. Escaping do you 
call it ? 

Bev.jun, Dear sir, do you wish I should desire 
the match ? 

Myrf, No but such is my humourous and 

sickly state of mind, since it has been able to relish 
nothing but Lucinda, that though I must owe my hap- 
.piness to your aversion to this marriage, I can't bear 
to hear her spoken of with levity or unconcern. 

Bev, jun. Pardon mc, sir, I shall transgress that 
way no more. She has understanding, beauty, shape, 
complex ion, wit 

Mifrt. Nay, dear Bevil ! don't speak of her as if 
you loved her neither. 

Bev.jun. Why then, to give you ease at once, though 
1 allow Lucinda to have good sense, wit, beauty, 
and virtue, I know anpther in whom these qualities 
appear to me more amiable than in her. 

Mt/rt. There you spoke like a reasonable and good- 
natured friend. When you acknowledge her merit, 
and own your prepossession for another, at once you 
gratify my fondness, and cure my jealousy. 

Bev, jun. But all this while you take no notice, 
you have no apprehension, of another man that has 
twice the fortune of either of us. 

Myrt. Cimberton ! hang him, a formal, philoso- 
phical, pedantic coxcomb ! for the sot, with all 

these crude notions of divers things, under the direc- 
tion of great vanity and very little judgment, shows 
his strongest bias is avariqc, which is so predominant 
in hiin, that he will examine the limbs of his mistress 
with the caution of a jockey, and pays no more com- 
pliment to her personal charms than if she were a 
mere breeding animal. 

Bev.jun. Are you sure, that is not affected ? I have 
known some women sooner set on fire by that sort of 
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negligence, than by all the blaze and ceremony of a 
court. 

Myrt, No, no, hang him 1 the rogue has no art ; 
it is pure simple insolence and stupidity. 

Bev, jun. Yet with all this I don't take him for ft 
fool. 

Mi/rt. I own the roan is not a natural ; he has ft 
very quick sense, though a very slow understanding-^ 
he says, indeed, many things, that want only the cir- 
cumstances of time and place to ba very just and 
agreeable. 

Bev. ^«a. Well, you may be sure of me, if you can 
disappoint him ; but my intelligence says, the mother 
has actually sent for the conveyancer to draw articles 
for his marriage with Lucinda, though those for mine 
with her are, by her father's order, ready for signing; 
But it seems she has not thought fit to consult either 
him or his daughter in the matter. 

Myrt. Pshaw! a poor troublesome woman ! — Nei- 
ther Lucinda nor her father will ever be brought 
to comply with it — besides, I am sure Cimbertoti 
can meike no settlement upon her without the concur- 
rence of his great uncle. Sir Geoiiiy, in the West. 

Bev, jun» Well, sir, and I can tell you, that's the 
very point, that is now laid before her council, to 
know whether a firm settlement can be made without 
this uncle's actually joining in iL Now, pray, con- 
sider, sir, when my affair with Lucinda comes, as it 
soon must, to an open rupture, how are you sure 
that Cimberton's fortune may not then tempt her fa» 
ther too to hear his proposals ? 

Myrt. There you are right, indeed ; that must be 
provided against. — Do you know who are her coun- 
sel ? 

Beciun, Yes, for your service I have found out that 
too ; they are Sergeant Bramble and old Target 
— By the way, they are neither of them known in the 
family : now 1 was thinking why you might not put 
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a couple of false counsels upon her, to delay and con- 
found matters a ihtle — besides, it may probably let 
you into the bottom of her whole design against you. 

Myrt. As how, pray ? 

Beo.jun, Why, can't you slip on a black wig and 
a gown, and be old Bramble yourself? 

Myrt. Ha ! I don't dislike it — but what shall I do 
for a brother in the case ? 

Bev.jun. What think you of my fellow, Tom ? The 
rogue^s intelligent, and is a good mimic ; all his part 
will be but to stutter heartily, for that's old Target's 
case — the conduct of the scene will chiefly lie upon 
you. 

Mi^rf. 1 like it of all things; if you'll send Tom to my 
chambers, I will give him full instructions. This 
will certainly give me occasion to raise difficulties, to 
puzzle or confound her project for a while at least. 

Beo.jun, I warrant your success ; so far we are 
right then. And now, Charles, your apprehensions of 
my marrying her is all you have to get over. 

Myrt. Dear Bevil, though I know you are my friend, 
yet when I abstract myself from my own interest in 
the thing, I know no objection she cap make to you 
or you to her, and therefore hope — 

Bev^ jun. Dear Myrtle, I am as much obliged to 
you for the cause of your suspicion, as I am offended 
at the effect ; but, be assured, I am taking measures 
for your certain security, and that all things, with re- 
gard to me, will end in your entire satisfaction. 

Myrt. Well, III promise you to be as easy and as 
confident as I can, though I cannot but remember, 
that i have more than life at stake on your fidelity. 

[Going. 

Bev.jun. Then, depend upon it, you have no chance 
against you. 

Myrt. Nay, no ceremony ; you - know I must be 
going. [Exit Myrtle. 

Bev, jun. But all this while poor Indiana is tor- 

d3 
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tared with the doubt of me ; she has no support or 
comfort but in my fidelity, yet sees me daily pressed 
to marriage with another. How, painful, in such a 
crisis, must be every hour she thinks on me ! I'll let 
her see, at least, my conduct to her is not changed. 
Ill take this opportunity to visit her ; for, though th« 
religious vow I have made to my father restraint 
me from ever marrying without his approbation, yet 
that confines me not from seeing a virtuous woman, 
that is the pure delight of my'eyes, and theguiltlessjoy 
of my heart. But the best condition of human life is 
but a gentler misery. 

. To hope for perfect happiness is vain, 
And love has ever its allays of pain. [ErU. 



SCENE II. 

Indiana's Lodgings. 

Enter Isabella and Indiana. 

Isa. Yes 1 say 'tis artifice, dear child ! I say 

to thee, again and again, 'tis all skill and management. 

Ind. Will you persuade me there can.be an ill de» 
sign in supporting me in the condition of a woman of 
quality! attended, dressed and lodged, like one, in my 
appearance abroad, and my furniture at home, every 
way in the most sumptuous manner, and he that does 
it has an artifice, a design in it ? 

Isa* Yes, yes. 

fnd. And all this without so much as explaining to 
me, that all about me comes from him? 

Isa, Ay, ay, — the more for that — that keeps the 
title to all you have the more in him. 

Ind, The more in him ! — ^he scorns the thought — ' 
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I$tt» Then he — he — ^he — 

Ind. Well, be not so eager. If he is an ill man, 

let's look into his stratagems : here is another of them: 
[ShwDing a Letter.] here's two hundred and fifty 
pounds, in bank notes, with these words, *^ To pay for 
the set of dresnng-plate which wUl be brought home to* 
morrcm,^ Why, dear aunt ! now here's another piece 
of skill for you, which I own 1 cannot comprehend; and 
it is with a bleeding heart I hear you say any thing to 
the disadvantage of Mr. Bevil. When he is present, I 
look upon him as one, to whom I owe my lite and the 
support of it ; then, again, as the man who loves me 
with sincerity and honour. When his eyes are cast 
another way, and I dare survey him, my heart is 
painfully divided between shame and love — I say, 
thus it is with me while I see him ; and in his absence 
I am entertained with nothing but your endeavours 
to tear this amiable image from my heart, and in its 
utead to place a base dissembler, an artful invader of 
my happiness, my innocence, my honour. 

tsa» Ah, poor soul ! has not his plot taken ? don't 

you die for him ? has not the way he has taken been 

the most proper with you ? Oh, ho ! he has sense, and 

has judgetl the thing right. 

Ind. Go on, then, since nothing can answer you ; 

say what you will of him Heigho! 

/«a. Heigho ! indeed. It is better to say so as 
jou are now than as many others are. There are, 
among the destroyers of women, the gentle, the gene- 
rous, the mild, the aflable, the humble, who all, soon 
after their success in their designs, turn to the con- 
trary of those characters. 

ind. That's truly observed, [Aiidei] But what's all 
this to Bevil ? 

Im, This is to Bevil, and all mankind. Such is 
the world, and such (since the behaviour of one man 
to myself) have I believed all the rest of the sex. 

[j4side. 



32 THE COK8CIOV8 LOVERS. [aCT tl. 

Ind. I will not doubt the truth of Bevil, I will not 
doubt it : he has not spoken it by an organ that is 
given to lying : his eyes are all tnat ever told me 
Uiat he was mine. I know his virtue, I know his 
filial piety, and ought to trust his management with a 
father to whom he has uncommon obligations. What 
have I to be concerned for ? My lesson is very short. 
If he takes me for ever, my purpose of life is only to 
please him. If he leaves me, (which Heaven avert !) 
I know he'll do it nobly ; and I shall have nothing 
to do but to learn to die, after worse than death has 
happened to me. 

Isa. Ay, do persist in your credulity ! flatter 
yourself, that a man of his figure and fortune will 
make himself the jest of the town, and marry a hand- 
some beggar, for love. 

Ind. The town ! I must tell you, madam, the fools, 
that laugh at Mr. Bevil, will but make themselves 
more ridiculous ; his actions are the result of think- 
ing, and he has sense enough to make even virtue 
fashionable. 

Isa, Come, come ; if he were the honest fool you 
take him for, why has he kept you here these three 
weeks, without sending you to Bristol, in search of 
jour father, your family, and your relations i . 

Ind» I am convinced he still designs it; besides, has 
he not writ to Bristol? and has not he advice that 
my father has not been heard of there almost these 
twenty years? 

Isa, All sham, mere evasion; he is afraid, if he 
should carry you thither, your honest relations may 
take you out of his hands,, and so blow up all his 
wicked hopes at once. 

Ind, Wicked hopes ! did I ever give him any such ? 
Isa, Has he ever given you any honest ones ? Can 
you say in your conscience he has ever once offered 
to marry you ? 

Ind* No; but by his behaviour I am convinced he 
' 2 
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"will offer it the moment ^tis in his power^ or consist- 
ent with his honour, to make such a promise good 
to me. 

Isa. His honour ! 

Ind. 1 will rely upon it ; therefore desire vou will 
not make my life uneasy by these ungrateful jealou- 
sies of one, to whom I am, and wish to be, obliged; for 
from his integrity alone 1 have resolved to hope for, 
happiness. 

Im. Nay, 1 have done my duty ; if you won't see, 
at your peril be it. {Exit. 

Ind, Let it be. — ^This is his hour of visiting me. 
All the rest of my life is but waiting till he comes ; 
I live only while I'm with him. 

Enter Servant. 

Snv» Madam, Mr. Bevil. 

Ind. Let him walk in. — Design ! impossible ! a 
base designing minct could never think of what he 
hourly puts in practice — and yet, since the late ru- 
mour of his marriage, he seems more reserved than 
formerly — he sends in, too, before he sees me, to know 
if I am at leisure.-^— Such new respect may cover 
coldness in the heart — it certainly makes me thought- 
ful ril know the worst at once ; Y\\ lay such 

fair occasions in his way, that it shall be impossible 
to avoid an explanation for these doubts are in- 
supportable. But sec, he comes, and clears them 

all. 

Enttr Bevil junior. 

Bev. jun. Madam, your most obedient. — I am 
afraid I broke in upon your rest last night — 'twas 
very late before we parted,, but 'twas your own fault ; 
1 never saw you in such agreeable humour. 
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Ind, I am extremely glad we are both pleased ; for 
I thought I never saw you better company. 

Bev. jun. Me, madam ! you rally ; I said very- 
little. 

Ind, But I am afraid you heard me say a great 
deal ; and when a woman is in the talking vein, the 
most agreeable thing a man can do, you know, is to 
have patience to hear her. 

Bev.jun, Then it's pity, madam, you should ever 
be silent, that we might be always agreeable to one 
another. 

Ind,, If I had your talent or power to make my ac- 
tions speak for me, I might indeed be silent, and yet 
pretend to something more than the agreeable. 

Bev,jun. If I might be vain of any thing in my 
power, madam, it is, that my understanding, from all 
your sex has marked you out as the most deserving 
object of my esteem. 

Ind, Should I think I deserve this, it were enough 
to make my vanity forfeit the esteem you offer me. 

Bev*jun, How so, madam ? 

Ind, Because esteem is the result of reason, and to 
deserve it from good sense the height Of human glory. 
— rNay, I had rather a man of honour should pay 
me that, than all the homage of a sincere and humble 
love. 

Bev.jun, You certainly distinguish right, madam ; 
love often kindles from external merit only — 

Ind, But esteem arises from a higher source, the 
merit of the soul — 

Bev.jun, True and great souls only can de- 
serve it. [Bowing respectfully, 

Ind, Now I think they are greater still that can so 
charitably part with it. 

Becjun, Now, madam, you make me vain, since 
the utmost pride and pleasure of my life is that 1 es- 
teem you — as I ought. 
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* 

Ind» [AsideJ] As he ought ! still more perplexing I 
he neither saves nor kills my hope. 

Bev.jufu But, madam, we grow grave, methinks — 

let's find some other subject. Pray how did you 

like the opera last night ? 

Ind. Fii-st give me leave to thank you for my 
tickets. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir here's Signior Carbonelli says he waits 
your commands in the next room. 

Bev/jun, Apropos ! you were saying yesterday:' 
madam, you had a mind to hearipm- — Willyoii give 
him leave to entertain you now ? 

Ind, By all means. Desire the gentleman to wallc * 
in. [JEjri^ Servant.] Now, once more to try him. 
[Astde.'l I was saying just now, I believe, you would never 
let me dispute with you, and I dare say it will always 
be so : however, I must have your opinion upon a 
subject which created a debate between my aunt and 
me just before you came hither; she would needs 
have it that no man ever does any extraordinary kind- 
ness ,or service for a woman but for his own sake. 

Bev.jun, Well, madam ! indeed I can't but be of 
her mind. 

Ind, What, though he would maintain and support 
her, without demanding any thing of her on her 
part! 

Bev.jun. Why, madam, is making an expense in 
the service of a valuable woman, (for such I must sup- 
pose her) though she should never do him any fa- 
vour, nay, though she should never know who did her 
such service, such a mighty heroic business ? 

Ind. Certainly ! I should think he must be a man 
of an uncommon mould. 

Bev.jun. Dear madam, why so ? 'tis but at best 
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a better taste in expense. What mighty matter it 
there in all this ? 

Ind. No mighty matter in so disinterested a friend* 
ship! 

Bee. jutt. Disinterested ! I can't think him* so. 
Why, madam, a greater expense than all, this men 
lay out upon an unnecessary stable of horses. 

Ind. Can you be sincere in what you say ! 

Bev. jun. You may depend upon it, if you know 
any such man, he does not love dogs inordinately. 

Ind. No, that he does not. 

Bev. jun. Nor cards, nor dice. 

Ind. No. 

Bcv. jua. Nor bottle companions^ 

Ind. No. 

Bev. jun. Nor loose women. 

Ind. No, Fm sure he does not. 

Bev. jun. Take my word, then, if your admired 
hero is not liable to any of these kind of demands, 
there's no such preeminence in this as you imagine. 

Ind. But still, I insist, his having no private inte- 
rest in the action makes it prodigious, almost incre* 
dible. 

Bev, jun. Dear madam, I never knew you more 
mistaken. Why, who can be more an usurer than 
he, who lays out his money in such valuable pur- 
chases ? If pleasure be worth purchasing, how great 
a pleasure is it to him, who has a true taste of life, to 
ease an aching heart ; to see the human countenance 
lighted up into smiles of joy, on the receipt of a bit 
of ore, which is superfluous, and otherwise useless, in 
a man's own pocket ! This is the effect of a humane 
disposition, where there is only a general tie of na- 
ture and common necessity ; what then must it be, 
when we serve an object of merit, of admiration ! 

Ind. Well, the more you argue against it, the laore 
I shall admire the generosity. 
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Bev,jun. Nay, then, madam, 'tis time to fly, after 
a declaration that my opinion strengthens my adver- 
sary's argument — I had best hasten to my appoints 
ment ivith Mr. Myrtle, and be gone, while we are 
friends, and — before things are brought to an extre- 
mity. [Exit carelessly^ 

Enter Isabella. 

Isa. Well, madam, what think you of him now, 
pray? 

Ind. I protest I begin to fear he is wholly disin- 
terested in what he does for me. On my heart, he 
has no other view but the mere pleasure of doing it, 
and has neither good or bad designs upon me. 

Isa, Ah, dear niece, don't be in fear of both ; 'I'll 
warrant you, you will know time enough that he is 
not indifterent. 

Ind. You please me when you tell me so; for if he 
has any wishes towards me, I know he will not pur- 
sue them but with honour. 

Isa. I wish I were as confident of one as t'other. — 
1 saw the respectful downcast of his eye, when you 
catched him gazing at you during the music. O the 
undissembled guilty look ! but till — till — till — 

Ind. Till what ? 

Isa, Till I know whether Mr. Myrtle and Mr. Be- 
vil are really friends or fues — and that I- will be con- 
vinced of before I sleep, for you shall not be deceived. 

[Exit Isabella. 

Ind, Vm sure I never shall, if your fears can guard 
me. In the mean time, I'll wrap myself up in the 
integrity of my own heart, nor dare to doubt of his. 

As conscious honour all his actions steers, 

So conscious innocence dispels my fears. [Exitf 
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ACT THE THIRD, 



SCENE I. 



Sea land's House. 

Enter Tom, meeting Phillis. 

T(m. Well Phillis ! What ! with a face as if you 

had never seen me before ! What work have I 

to do now ! She has seen some new visitant at their 
bouse, whose airs she has catched, and is resolved to 
practise them upon me. Numberless are the changes 
she'll dance through, before she'll answer this plain 
question, videlicet , Have you delivered my master's let- 
ter to your lady ? Nay, I know her too well to ask 
an account of it in an ordinary way ; I'll be in my 
airs as well as she. [i^wrfe.] Well, madam, as un- 
happy as you are at present pleased to make me, I 
would not in the general be any other than what I 
am ; I would not be a bit wiser, a bit richer, a bit 
taller, a bit shorter, than I am at this instant. 

[Looking stedfastly at ken 

Phil, Did ever any body doubt. Master Thomas, 
but that you were extremely satisfied with your sweet 
•elf? 

Tom, I am, indeed,— -The thing I haveleast reason to 
•be satisfied with is my fortune, and I am glad of my 
poverty ; perhaps, if I were rich, I should overlook 
the finest woman in the world, that wants nothing but 
riches to be thought so. 
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Phil. How prettily was that said ! But Til have a 
great deal more before 1*11 say one word. [Aside. 

Tom. I should> perhaps, have been stupidly above 
her, had 1 not been her equal, and by not being her 
equal, never had opportunity of being her slave. I 
am my master's servant for hire, I am my mistress's 
from choice, wou'd she but approve my passion. 

Phil. I think it is the first time 1 ever heard you 
speak of it with any sense of anguish, if you really 
do suffer any. 

Tom. Ah, Phillis ! can you doubt, after what you 
have seen ? 

Phil, I know not what I have seen, nor what I have 
heard ; but since I am at leisure, you may tell me 
when you fell in love with me, how you fell in love 
with me, and what you have suffered, or are ready to 
suffer, for me. 

Tom. O the unmerciful jade ! when I'm in haste 
about my master's letter — But 1 must go through if, 
[Aside,] — Ah ! too well I remember when, and how, 
and on what occasion, I was first surprised. It was 
on the first of April, one thousand seven hundred and 
fifteen, 1 came into Mr. Sealand's service ; I was then 
a hobble-de-hoy, and you a pretty little tight girl, a 

favouiite handmaid of the housekeeper. At that 

time we neither of us knew what was in us. I re* 
member I was ordered to get out of the window, one 
pair of stairs, to rub the sashes clean— -the person em- 
ployed on the inner side was your charming self, 
whom I had never seen before. 

Phil. 1 think I remember the silly accident. What 
made ye, you oaf, ready to fall down into the street } 
Tom. You know not, I warrant you — you could 
not guess what surprised me — you took no delight 
when you immediately grew wanton in your conquest, 
and put your lips close, and breathed upon the glass, 
and when my lips approached, you rubbed a dirty cloth 
against my face, and hid your beauteous form ; when 

s 2 
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I again drew near, you spit and rubbed, and smiled 
at my undoing. 

Phil. What silly thoughts you men have ! 

Tom, We were Pyramus and Thisbe — but ten times 
harder was my fate: Pyramus could peep only through 
a wall ; I saw her, saw my Thisbe, in all her beauty, 
but as much kept from her as if a hundred walls be- 
tween ! for there was more, there was her will against 

mc. — Would she butrelent ! Oh, Phillis ! Phillis ! 

shorten my torment, ai^l declare you pity me. 

Phil, I believe it's very sufferable ; the pain is not 
so exquisite but that you may bear it a little longer. 

Tom. Oh, my charming Phillis ! if all depended on 

my fair one's will, 1 could with glory suffer but, 

dearest creatufe ! consider our miserable state. 

Phil. How ! miserable ! 

Tom. We are miserable to be in love, and under 
the command of others than those we love — with 
that generous passion in the heart to be sent to and 
■fro on errands, called, checked, and rated for the 

meanest trifles Oh, Phillis! you don't know how 

many china cups and glasses my passion for ^ou has 
made me break : you have broken my fortune as well 
as my heart. 

Phil. Well, Mr. Thomas, I cannot but own to you, 
that I believe your master writes, and you speak, the 
best of any men in the world. Never was a woman 
so well pleased with a letter as my young lady was 
with his, and this is an answer to it. 

[Gives him a Letter. 

Tom. This was well done, my dearest ! Consider, 
we must strike out some pretty livelihood for our- 
selves, by closing their affairs: it will be nothing for 
them to give us a little being of our own, some small 
tenement, out of their large possessions: whatever 
they give us, it will be more than what they keep for 
themselves : one acre with Phillis would be worth a 
whole country without her. 

Phil, Oh> could I but believe you ! 
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Tom, If not the utterasce, believe the touch of 
my lips. [Kisses her, 

Phil. There's no contradicting you. How closely 
you argue, Tom ! 

Tom, And will closer in due time; but 1 must 
hasten with this letter, to hasten towards the pos- 
session of you — then, Phillis, coijsidcr how I must be 
revenged (look to it!) of all your skitlishness, shy 
looks, and at best but coy compliances. 

Phil, Oh, Tom ! you grow wanton and sensual, as 
my lady calls it: I must not endure it Oh ! fob! 
you are a man, an odious, filthy male creature ! you 
should behave, if you had a right sense, or were a 
man of sense, like Mr. Cimberton, with distance 
and indifference ; and not rush on one as if you were 
seizing a prey. But, hush — the ladies are coming. — 
Good Tom, don*t kiss me above once, and be gone* 
-—Lard! we have been fooling and toying, and not 
considered the main business of our masters and mis-* 
tresses. 

Tom, Why, their business is to be fooling and toy- 
ing as soon as thejparchmepts are ready. 

PhU, Well remembered — Parchments — my lady, 
to my knowledge, is preparing writings between hec 
coxcomb cousin, Cimberton, and my mistress, though 
my master has an eye to the parchments already prc-» 
pared between your master, Mr. Bevil, and my mis- 
tress; and I believe my mistress herself has signed 
and sealed in her heart to Mr. Myrtle. — Did 1 not 
bid you kiss me but once, and be gone? but I know 
you won't be satisfy'd. 

Tom, No, you smooth creature ! how should I ? 

[Kisses her Hand, 

PhiU Well, since you are so humble, or so cool, 
as to ravish my hand only, I'll take my leave of you, 
like a great lady, and you a man of quality. 

[They salute fonp ally,, 

It3 
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Tom. Pox of all this state! 

[Offers to kiss her more closely. 

Phil. Oh, here is my young mistress! [Tom taps 
her Neck behind, and lasses his Fingers."} Go, ye li- 
quorish fool. [Exit Tom. 

Ejiter LuciNDA. 

Luc. Who was that you were hurrying away ? 

Phil. One that I had no mind to part with. 

Luc. Why did you turn him away then ? 

PhU. For your ladyship's service, to carry your 
ladyship's letter to his master. I could hardly get 
the rogue away. 

Luc. Why, has he so little love for his master ? 

Phil. No, but he has so much love for his mistress. 

Luc. But 1 thought I heard him kiss you: why 
do you suffer that^ 

Phil. Why, madam, we vulgar take it to be a sign 
of love. We servants, we poor people, that have 
nothing but our persons to bestow or treat for, are 
forced to deal and bargain by way of sample ; and 
therefore, as we have no parchments or wax neces- 
sary in our agreements, we squeeze with our hands, 
and seal with our lips, to ratify vows and promises. 

Luc. But can't you trust one another, without 
such earnest down ? 

Phil. We don't think it safe, any more than you 
gentry, to come together without deeds executed. 

Luc. Thou art a pert, merry, hussy. 

PhU. I wish, madam, your lover and you were as 
happy as Tom and your servant are. 

Luc. You grow impertinent. 

Phil. I have done, madam ; and I won't ask you 
what you intend to do with Mr. Myrtle, what your 
father will do with Mr. Bevil, nor what you all, es- 
pecially my lady, mean by admitting Mr. Cimberton 
as particularly here as if he were married to you al- 
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ready; nay, you are mairied actually, as far as 
people of quality are. 

hue. How's that? 

Phil, You have different beds in the same house. 

Luc. Pshaw! I have a very great value for Mr. 
Bevil, but have absolutely put an end to his preten- 
sions in the letter I gave you for him. 

Fhit, Then, Mr. Myrtle 

' Luc. He had my parents' leave to apply to me, and 
by that he has won me and my affections : who is to 
have* this body of mine, without them, it seems is no- 
thing to me: my mother says, 'tis indecent for me to 
let my thoughts stray about the person of my hus- 
band ; nay, she says a maid rightly virtuous, though 
she may have been where her lover was a thousand 
times, should not have made observations enough to 
know him from another man, when she sees him in a 
third place. 

PhU, That's more than the severity of a nun, for 
not -to see when one may is hardly possible, not to 
see when one can't is very easy : at this rate, ma^ 
dam, there are a great many whom you have not 
seen, who 

Luc. Mamma says, the first time you see your 
husband should be at that instant he is made so. 
When your father, with the help of the minister, 
gives you to him, then you are to see him, then you 
are to observe and take notice of him, because then 
you are to obey him. 

Phil. But does not my lady remember, you are to 
love as well as to obey ? 

Luc. To love is a passion, 'tis a desire, and we 
must have no desires. Oh ! I cannot endure the re- 
flection ! With what insensibility on my part, with 
vrhtiX more than patience, have I been exposed and 
offered to some awkward booby or other in every 
county of Great Britain ! 

Phil. Indeed, madam, I wonder I never heard 
you speak of it before with this indignation. 



44 THE COKSCIOUS LOTZRS. [aCT III* 

Luc. Every corner of the land has presented me 
with a wealthy coxcomb : as fast as one treaty has 
gone off, another has come on, till my name and 
person has been the tittle-tattle of the whole town. 

Fhil. But, madam, ail these vexations will end 
very soon in one for all : Mr. Cimberton is your mo* 
thcr's kinsman, and three hundred years an older 
gentleman than any lover you ever had ; for which 
reason, with that of his prodigious large estate, she 
is resolved on him, and has sent to consult the law-' 
ycrs accordingly ; nay has, whether you know it or 
no, been in treaty with Sir GeoflVy, who, to join in 
the settlement, has accepted of a sum to do it, and 
is every moment expected in town for that purpose. 
hue. How do you get all. this intelligence? 
FhU. By an art I have, I thank my stars, beyond 
all the waiting-maids in Great Britain ; the art of 
listening, madam, for your ladyship's service. 

hue. I shall soon know as much as you do. Leave 
me, leave me, Phillis ; begone. Here, here, Til 
turn you out. My mother says I must not converse 
with my servants, though I must converse with no 
one else. [Exit Phil,] Here he comes, with my 
mother — it*s much-if he looks at ine, or if he does, 
take no more notice of me than of any other move- 
able in the room. 

Enter Mrs. Sealand and Mr. Cimberton. 

Mrs, Seal. How do I admire this noble, this learn- 
ed taste of yours, and the worthy regard you have to 
your own ancient and honourable house, in consult* 
ing a m)[;ans to keep the blood as'pure and as regu- 
larly de$uc;ended as may be ! 

Cimb, Why really, madam, the young women of 
this age are treated with discourses of such a ten- 
dency, ;ind their imaginations so bewildered in flesh 
and blood, that a man of reason can't talk to be 
understood-: they have no ideas of happiness but 
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what are more gross than the gratification of hunger 
and thirst. 

Luc, With how Inuch reflection he is a coxcomb ! 

[Aside, 

Cimh, And in truth, madam, I have considered it 
•as a most biutal custom, that persons of the first cha- 
racter in the world should go as ordinarily, and with 
as little shame, to bed as to dinner with one another. 
- Lite, She, that willingly goes to bed to thee, must 
have no shame, Tm sure. [Aside, 

Mrs, Seal. Oh, cousin Cimberton ! cousin Cimber- 
ton! how abstracted, how refined is your sense of 
things! but indeed it is too true, there is nothing so 
ordinary as to say, in the best governed families, my 
master and lady are gone to bed — one does not know 
but it might have been said of one's self. 

[Hiding her Face with her Fan, 

Cimb, Lycurgus, madam, instituted otherwise: 
among the Lacedemonians, the whole female world 
was pregnatit, but none but the mothers themselves 
knew by whom ; their meetings were secret, and the 
amorous congress always by stealth ; and no such 
professed doings between the sexes as are tolerated 
among us under the audacious word marriage. 

Mrs, Seal, Oh ! had I lived in those days, and been 
a matron of Sparta, one might with less indecency 
have had ten children, according to that modest in- 
stitution, than one under the confusion of our mo- 
dern barefaced manner. 

Luc, And yet, poor woman ! she has gone through 
the whole ceremony, and here I stand a melancholy 
proof of it. [Aside, 

Mrs, Seal, We will talk, then, of business. That 
girl, walking about the room there, is to be your 
wife : she has, I confess, no ideas, no sentiments, that 
speak her born of a thinking mother. 

Cimb, 1 have observed her? her lively look, free 
ftify and disengaged countenance, speak her very* 
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Luc, Very what? 

Cimb. If you please, madam — to set her a little that 
way. 

Mrs, Seal. Lucinda, say nothing to him, you are 
not a match for him : when you are married, you 
may speak to such a husband, when you're spoken to; 
but I am disposing of you above yourself every way. 

Cimb, Madam, you cannot but observe the incon- 
veniences I expose myself to, in hopes that your la- 
dyship will be the consort of my better part. As for 
the young woman, she is rather an impediment than 
a help to a man of letters and speculation. Madam, 
there is no reflection, no philosophy, can at all times 
subdue the sensitive life, but the animal shall some- 
times carry away the man Ha 1 ay, the vermilion 

of her lips ! 

Luc, Pray don't talk of me thus. 

Cimb, The pretty enough — pant of her bosom ! 

Lvc, Sir ! madam, don't you hear him ? 

Cinib, Her forward chest ! 

Luc, Intolerable! 

Cimb. High health ! 

Luc. The grave, easy, impudence of him ! 

Cimb, Proud heart ! 

Luc, Stupid coxcomb! 

Cimb, 1 say, madam, her impatience, while we are 
looking at her, throws out all attractions — her arms 
— her neck — what a spring in her step 1 

Luc, Don't you run me over thus, you strange, un- 
accountable 

Cimb: What an elasticity in her veins and arteries! 

Luc, I have no veins, no arteries ! 

Mrs. Seal. Oh, child ! hear him; he talks finely; 
he's a scholar ; he knows what you have. 

Cimb, The speaking invitation of her shape, the 
gathering of herself up, and the indignation you see 
in the pretty little thing! — 

Luc, Monster 1 there's no bearing it. The hideous 



S££NE 1.1 THE CONSCIOUS LOVERS. 47 

sot ! — ^There's no enduring it, to be thus surveyed 
like a steed at sale ! 

Cim. At sale! — she's very illiterate; but she's very 
well limbed too. Turn her in, I see what she is, 

Mrs, Seal. Go, you creature ! I am ashamed of 
you. [Exit LuciNDA, in a Rage, 

Cimb, No harm done.— You know, madam, the 
better sort of people, as I observed to you, treat by 
their lawyers of weddings ; [Adjusting himself at the 
Glass,] and the woman in the bargain, like the man- 
sion-house in the sale of the estate, is thrown in, and 
what that is, whether good or bad, is not at all con- 
sidered. 

Mrs, Seal, I grant it, and therefore make no de* 
mand for her youth and beauty, and every other ac- 
complishment, as the common world think them ; be- 
cause she is not polite. I have giten directions for 
the marriage settlements, and Sir Geoflfry Cimbcrton'« 
counsel is to meet ours here at this hour, concerning 
his joining in the deed, which, when executed, makes 
you capable of settling what is due to Lucindals 
fortune. Herself, as I told you, I say nothing of. 

Cimb, No, no, no; indeed, madam, it is not usual, 
and I must depend upon my own reflection and phi- 
losophy not to overstock my family. 

Mrs, Seal, I cannot help her, cousin Cimberton, 
but she is, fur aught I see, as well as the daughter of 
any body else. 

Cimb, That is very true, madam. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, The lawyers are come. 

Mrs, Seal, But, good cousin, you must have p»» 
tience with them. These lawyers, I am told, are of 
a different kind ; one is what they call a ehamber- 
counsel, the other a pleader : the conveyancer is slow, 
from an imperfection in his speech, and therefore 
shunned the bar, but extremely passionate, and im^ 
3 
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patient of contradiction : the other is as warm as he, 
but has a tongue so voluble, and a head so conceited, 
he will sutifer nobody to speak but himself. 

Cimb, You mean old Sergeant Target and Coun- 
sellor Bramble : I have heard of them. 

[Exit Servant. 

Enter Servant, introducing Myrtle and Tom, dis-^ 
guised as Bramble and Target. 

Mrs, Seal, Gentlemen, this is the party concerned, 
Mr. Ciniberton ; and I hope you have considered of 
the matter. 

Target, Yes, madam, we have agreed, that it must 
be by indent — dent — dent — dent — 

Bramb, Yes, madam, Mr. Sergeant and myself 
have agreed, as he is pleased to inform you, that it 
must be an indenture tripartite, and tripartite let it be, 
for Sir Geoffry must needs be a party. Old Cimber- 
ton, in the year I619, says, in that ancient roll in 
Mr. Sergeant's hands, as recourse thereto being had 
will more at large appear 

Tar, Yes, and by the deeds in your haiids it ap- 
pears that 

Bramb, Mr. Sergeant, I beg of you to make no in- 
ferences upon what is in our custody, but speak to 
the titles in your own deeds. — I shall not show that 
deed, till my client is in town. 

Cimb, You know best your own methods. 

Mrs, Seal, The single question is, whether the en- 
tail is such, that my cousin, Sir Geoffry, is necessary 
in this affair? 

Bramb, Yes, as to the lordship of Tretriplei, but 
not as to the messuage of Grimgribber. 

Targ, I say that Gr — ^gr — , that Gr — gr — , Grim- 
gribber, Grimgribber is in us ; that is to say, the re* 
mainder thereof, as well as that of Tr — , Tr — ^ Trip- 
let. 
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Bramb* You go upon the deed of Sir Ralph, made 
in the middle of the last century, precedent to that 
in which old Cimberton made over the remainder, 
and made it pass to the heirs general, by which your 
client comes in ; and I question whether the remain- 
der even of Tretriplet is in him but we are will- 
ing to wave that, and give him a valuable considera- 
tion. But we shall not purchase what is in us for 
ever, as Grimgribber is, at the rate as we guard against 

the contingent of Mr. Cimberton having no son. 

Then we know Sir Geoffry is the first of the colla- 
teral male line in thrs family yet 

Targ. Sir, Gr gr her is — 

Bramb. I apprehend you very well, and your argu- 
ment might be of force, and we would be inclined to 
hear that in all its parts — but, sir, I see very plainly 
what you are going into — I tell you it is as probable 
a contingent that Sir Geoffry may die before Mr. 
Cimberton, as that he may outlive him. 

Targ, Sir, we are not ripe for that yet, but I must 
say — 

Bramb. Sir, I allow you the whole extent of thai 
argument, but that wilt go no farther than as to the 
claimants under old Cimberton. — I am of opinion 
that, according to the instructions of Sir Ralph, he 
could not dock the entail, and then create a new es- 
tate for the heirs in general. 

Targ, Sir, I have no patience to be told that, when 
G r-*-gr — ber 

Bramb, I will allow it you, Mr. Sergeant ; but there 
must be the words heirs for ever, to make such an es* 
tate as you pretend. 

Cimb, I must be impartial, though you are coun- 
sel for my side of the question. Were it not that 

you are so good as to allow him what he has not said, 
I should think it very hard you should answer him 

without hearing him. But, gentlemen, I believe 

yovL have both considered this matter^ and are firm in 
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your (Uflferent opinions', 'twere better, therefore, you , 

proceeded according to the particular sense of each I 

of you, and give your thoughts distinctly in writing 

And, do you see, sirs, pray let me have a copy off 1 

what you say in English. | 

Bramh, Why, what is all we have been saying ? — ^ j 

In English ! Oh ! but I forgot myself; youVe a wit. 

But, however, to please you, sir, you shall have 

it in as plain terms as the law will admit of. 

Cimb, But ] will have jt, sir, without delay* 

Bramb. That, sir, the law will not admit of; the 
courts are sitting at Westminster, and I am this mo* 
ment obliged to be at every one of them, and 'twould 
bei wrong if I should not be in the Hall to attend one 

of them at least ; the rest would take it ill eke : 

therefore I rtiust leave what I have said to Mr. Ser- 
geant's consideration, and I will digest his arguments 
on my part, and you shall hear from me again, sir. 

[Exit Bramblk. 
• Tttrg, Agreed, agreed. 

CM, Mr. Bramble is very quick — he parted a lit* 
tie abruptly. 

Targ. He could not bear my argument ; I pinched 
him to the quick about that Gr — gr — her-— [Exifi 

Cimb. Madam, if you please, I'll now attend you 
to the tea-table, where I shall hear your ladyship's rea^ 
son and good s^nse, after all this law and ^berisb. 

' [Exeunt* 
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ACT THE FOURTH, 



SCENE I. 



Bevil Junior's Lodgings. 

Enter Bevil junior^ xvith a Lefttr in his Hand, fol- 
lowed by Tom. 

Tom, Upon my life, sir, I know nothing of the mat- 
ter : I never opened my lips to Mr. Myrtle about any 
thing of your honour's letter to Madam Lucinda. 

Bev, jun. What's the fool in such a fright for ? I dontt 
suppose you did : what I would know is, whether Mr. 
Myrtle showed any suspicion, or asked you any ques- 
tions, to lead you to say casually ihat you had car- 
ried any such letter for me thi« morning ? 

Tom. Why, sir, if be did ask me any questions, how 
could I help it ? 

Bee. jun, I don't say you could, oaf ! I am not 
•questioning you but him. What did he say to you. 

Trnn. Why, sir, when I came to his chambers to be 
dressed for the lawyer's part your honour was pleased 
to put me upon, he asked me if I had been to Mr, 
Sealand's this morning ? rSo I told him, sir, I of- 
ten went thither because, sir, if I had not said 

that, he might have thought there was something more 
^ in my going now than at another time. 

Bev.Jvn. Very well. — The fellow's caution I find 
has given him this jealousy. [Aside.] Did he ask you 
BO other questions ? 

Tom, Yes, sir — now I remember, as we came away 

V 2 
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in the hackney-coach from Mr. Sealand's, Tom, says 
he, as I came in to your master this morning, he bade 
you go for an answer to a letter he had sent ; pray 

did you bring him any ? says he Ah ! says I, sir, 

your honour is pleased to joke with me ; you have a 
mind to know whether I can keep a secret or no. 

Bev^jun, And so, by showing him you could, you 
told him you had one. 

Tom, Sir [Confusedly. 

Bev.jun. What mean actions does jealousy make 
e man stoop to ! how poorly has he used art with a 
servant, to make him betray his master ! — Well, and 
wh^n did he give you this letter for me ? 

lorn. Sir, he writ it before he pulled of his lawyer's 
gown at his own chambers. 

Bev^jun. * Very well, and what did he say when you 
brought him my answer to it ? 

Tom. He looked a little out of humour, sir, and 
said it was very well. 

Bev.jun, I knew he would be grave upon't — Wait 
without. 

Tom, Hum ! 'gad I don't like this : I am afraid we 

are in the wrong box here [Exit Tomt, 

Bev.jun, I put on a serenity while my fellow was 
present, but; I have never been more thoroughly dis- 
turbed. This hot man, to write me a challenge on sup- 
posed artificial dealing, when I professed myself hit 
friend ! — I can live contented without glory, but I can- 
not suffer shame. What's to be done? But first, let 
me consider Lucinda's letter again. [Reads, 

Sir, I hope it is consistent with the laws a vxman 
ought to impose upon herself', to acknowledge that your 
manner iff declining a treaty of marriage in our family^ 
and desiring the refusal may come from me, has some^ 
thing more engaging in it than the courtship of him whd 
I fear will fall to my lot, except your friend exerts him- 
self for our common safety and happiness, I have rear 
,Bonsfor desiring Mr, Myrtle may not know of this let-- 
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f er tiU hereafteTy and am your most obliged humbtk serh 
vanty LuciKDA Sea land. 

Well, but the postscript. [Reads, 

I TXiOftity vpon second thovghtSy hide any thing from 
you : but my reason for concealing this is^ that Mr. 
Myrtle has a jealousy in his temper which gives me some 
terrors ; but my esteem for him inclines me to hope that 
only an ill effect tvhich sometimes accompanies a tender 
love, and what may be cured by a careful and unblamcable 
conduct. 

Thus has this lady made me her friend and confi- 
dent, and put herself in a kind under my protection. 
I cannot tell him immediately the purport of this let- 
ter, except I could cure him of the violent and untract- 
able passion of jealousy. But then this duelling, 
which custom has imposed upon every man who would 
live with reputation and honour in the world, how 
must I preserve myself from imputations there ? he'll 
forsooth call it, or think it, fear, if I explain without 
fighting — But his letter — Hi read it again 

Sir^ you have used me basely^ in corresponding and 

carrying on a treaty y where you told me you ivere indif^ 

ferent. I have changed my sword since I saw you, which 

advertisement I thought proper to send you against th^ 

next meeting between you and the injured 

Charles Myrtle. 

Enter Tom. 

Tom. Mr. Myrtle, sir : would your honour please 
to see him ? 

JBw. jun. Why, you stupid creature ! let Mr, Myr- 
tle wait at my lodgings ! Show him up. \ExiU 
Tom.] Welly I am resolved upon my carriage to him. 
H e is in love, and in every circumstance of life 

f3 
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« little distrustful, which I must allow for. — ^But here 
he is. 

Enter Tom, introducing My RTLZ. 

Sir, I am extremely obliged to you for this honour 

But, sir, you, with your very discerning face, leave 

the room. [Exit Tom.] Well, Mr. Myrtle, your com- 
mands with me ? 

M^rt, The time, the place, our long acquaintance, 
and many other circumstances which affect me on this 
occasion, oblige me, without farther ceremony or 
conference, to desire you would not only, as you al- 
ready have, acknowledge the receipt of my letter, but 
also comply with the request in it. I must have far- 
ther notice taken of my message than these half lines 
— 1 have yours — I shall be at home — 

Bev. jun. Sir, I own I have received a letter from 
you, in a very unusual style, but as I design every thing 
in this matter shall be your own action, your own 
seeking, I shall understand nothing but what you are 
pleased to confirm face to face ; and I have already 
forgot the contents of your epistle. 

Myrt. This cool manner is very agreeable to the 
abuse you have already made of my simplicity and 
frankness ; and I see your moderation tends to your 
own advantage and not mine, to your own safety, not 
consideration of your friend. 

Bev. jun. My own safety, Mr. Myrtle ! 

Myrt. Your own safety, Mr. Bevil. 

Bev. jun. Look you, Mr. Myrtle, there's no dis- 
guising, that I understand what you would be at ; 
but, sir, you know I have often dared to disapprove 
of the decisions a tyrant custom has introduced, to the 
breach of all laws both divine and human. 

Myrt. Mr. Bcvil, Mr. Bevil! it would be a good 
first principle in those, who have so tender a con- 
iscience that way, to have as much abhorrence of do- 
ing injuries as — 
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Beo, jun. As what ? 

Myrt. As fear of answering for them. 

Bev, jun. As fear of answering for them ! but that 
apprehension is just or blameable according to the ob- 
ject of that fear. 1 have often told you, in con- 
fidence of heart, I abhorred the daring to offend the 
Author of life, and rushing into his .presence. I say, 
by the very same act, to commit the crime against 
bim, and immediately to urge on to his tribunal. 

Myrt, Mr. Bevil, 1 must tell you, this coolness, this 
gravity, this show of conscience, shall never cheat me 
of my mistress. You have indeed the best excuse 
for life, the hopes of possessing Lucinda; but consider, 
sir, I have as much reason to be weary of it, if I am 
to lose her ; and my first attempt to recover her shall 
be to let her see the dauntless man who is to be her 
guardian and protector. 

£ex). jun. Sir, show me but the least glimpse of ar- 
gument, that I am authorised, by my own hand, to vin- 
dicate any lawless insult of this nature, and I will 
show thee, to chastise thee hardly deserves the name 
of courage. Slight inconsiderate roan ! There is, Mr. 
Myrtle, no such terror in quick anger, and you shall, 
you know not why, be cool, as you have, you know 
not why, been warm. 

MyrU Is the woman one loves so little an occasion 
of anger ? You, perhaps, who know not what it is 
to love, 'who have your ready, your commodious, 
your foreign trinket, for your loose hours, and from 
your fortune, your specious outward carriage, and 
other lucky circumstances, as easy a way to the pos- 
session of a woman of honour, you know nothing of 
what it is to be alarmed, to be distracted, with anxiety 
and terror of losing more than life. Your marriage, 
happy man ! goes on like common business, and in 
the interim you have your rambling captive, your 
Indian princess, for your soft moments of dalliance, 
your convenient, your ready, Indiana. 
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Bee, jun. You have touched me beyond the pa- 
tience of a man, and Vm excusable in the guard of 
innocence, or from the infimiity of human nature, 
which can bear no more, to accept your invitation, 
and observe your letter. Sir, I'll attend you. 

Enter Tom. 

T'om, Did you caVl, sir? I thought you did ; I 
heard you speak loud. 

Bev.jun. Yes ; go call a coach. 

Tom, Sir — Master — Mr. Myrtle — Friends — Gen- 
tlemen — what d'ye mean ? I'm but a servant, or <• 

Bev. jun. Call a coach. [Exit Tom* 

[A long PamCy walking sullenly by each other, — [Aside."] 
Shall 1, though provoked to the uttermost, recover my- 
self at the entrance of a third person, and that my ser* 
vant too, and not have respect enough to all I have 
ever been receiving from infancy, the obligation to 
the best of fathers, to an unhappy virgin too, whose 
life depends on mine? [Shutting the Door, — To Myr* 
TL£.] I have, thank Heaven, had time to recoiled 
myself, and shall not, for fear of what such a rash 
man as you think of me, keep longer unexplained the 
false appearances under which your infirmity of tem- 
per makes you suffer, when, perhaps, too much re- 
gard to a false point of honour makes me prolong that 
suffering. 

Myrt. I am sure Mr. Bevil cannot doubt ))ut I hcui 
rather have satisfaction from his innocence than his 
sword. 

Bev. jun. Why then would you ask it first that 
way? 

Myrt. Consider, you kept your temper yourself no 
longer than till I spoke to the disadvantage of her you 
loved. 

Bev. jun. True. But let me tell you I have saved 
you from the most exquisite distress^ even though you- 
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had succeeded in the dispute. I know you so well^ 
that I am sure, to have found this letter about a man 
you had killed, would have been worse than death 
to yourself. — Read it. — When he is thoroughly mor- 
tify 'd> and shame has got the better of jealousy, her will 
deserve to be assisted towards obtaining Lucinda. 

Myrt. With what a superiority has -he turned the 
injury upon me, as the aggressor ! I begin to fear I 
have been too far transported — " A treaty in our fa- 
mily ! ** is not that saying too much ? I shall relapse 

rBut I find (on the postscript) " something like 

jealousy " — With what face can 1 see my beneiactor, 
my advocate, whom 1 have treated like a betrayer } 
Oh, Bevil ! with what words shall I 

Bev. jun. There needs none ; to convince is much 
snore than to conquer. 

Myrt. But can you 

Bev, jun. You have o'erpaid the inquietude you 
gave me, in the change I see in you towards me. Alas ! 
what machines are we ! thy face is altered to that of 
another man, to that of my companion, my friend. 

Myrt, That I could be such a precipitate wretch ! 

Beo, jun. Pray, no more. 

Myrt, Let me reflect how many friends have died 
by the hands of friends, . for want of temper ; and you 
must give me leave to say again and again how much 
I am beholden to that superior spirit you have sub- 
dued me with. — What had become of one of us, or 
perhaps both, had you been as weak as I was, and as 
incapable of reason ! 

Bee, jun, I congratulate to us both the escape 
from ourselves, and hope the memory of it will make 
us dearer friends than ever. 

Myrt, Dear Bevil ! your friendly conduct has con- 
vinced me, that there is nothing manly but what is 
conducted by reason, and agreeable to the practice of 
virtue and justice ; and yet how many have been sa- 



5S. THE C0N8CI OVS LOTKHS; ' [aCT XT. 

crilioed to that idol, the unreasonable opinion of men 1 
Nay, they are so ridiculous in it, that they often on 
their swords against each other with dissembled an«» 
ger and real fear : 

Betray'd by honour, and compclFd by shame, , 

They hazard being to preserve a name ; 

Nor dare inquire into the dread mistake, 

Till plung'd in sad eternity they wake. lExemi^ 



SCENE II. 



5^ James's Park. 



Enter Sir John Bevil oiuiMR. Seaxand. 

Sir J, Bev, Give me leave, however, Mr. Sealand, 
ms we are upon a treaty for uniting our families, td 
mention only the business of an ancient house. — Ger 
nealogy and descent are to be of some consideration in 
an affair of this sort 

Mr. SeaL Sir John, value yourself as you please 
upon your ancient house, I am to talk freely of every 
thing you are pleased to put into your bill of rates oa 
this occasion, — Yet, sir, I have made no objections to 
your son's family — it is his morals that 1 doubt. 

Sir J. Bev. Sir, I can't help saying, that what 
might injure a citizen's credit, may be no stain to ^ 
gentleman's honour. 

Mr. Seal, Sir John, the honour of a gentleman is 
liable to be tainted by as small a matter as the credit 
of a trader : we are talking of a marriage, and in such 
a case, the father of a young woman will not think it 
an addition to the honour or credit of her Lover-^ 
that he is a keepe r , 
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Sir jr. Eeru Mr. Sealand, don't take upon you to 
^poil my son's marriage with any woman else. 

Mr, Seal. Sir John, let him apply to any woman 
else, and have as many mistresses as he pleases. 

Sir J. Bev. My son, sir, is a discreet and sober 
gentleman. 

Mr, Seal, Sir, 1 never saw a man that wenched 
soberly, and discreetly that ever left it off — the decency 
observed in the practice hides from the sinner even, 
the iniquity of it. 

Sir J. Bev, But my son, sir, is, in the eye of the 
"world^ a gentleman of merit. 

Mr. Seal. I own to you I think him so — ^But, Sir 
John, I am a man exercised and experienced in chances 
and disasters ; 1 lost in my earlier years a very fine 
wife, and with her a poor little infant : this makes me 
iperbaps overcautious to preserve the second bounty 
of Providence to me, and be as careful as I can of this 
child. — You'll pardon me: my poor girl, sir, is as 
.valuable to me as your boasted son to you. 

Sir. J. Bev. Why that*s one very good reason, Mr, 
Sealand, why I wish my son had her, 

]}Ir. Seal. There is nothing but this strange lady 
here^^faii^ Incognita, that can be objected to him — 
Here arid there a man falls in love with an artful 
creature, and gives up all the motives of life to that 
one passion. 

Sir J Bev,. A man of my soii's understanding can- 
not be supposed to be one of them« 

'Mr. Seal. Very wise men have been so enslaved ; 
and when a man marries with one of them upon his 
hands, he may love his wife for a month, perhaps — 
then good bye, madam — the show's over — Ah ! 
John Dryden points out* such a husband to a hair, 
\vhere he says, 

, And while abroad so prodigal the dolt is. 
Poor spouse at home as ragged as a colt is. 
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Now, in plain terms, sir, I shall not care to have my 
poor girl turned a grazing, and that must be the case, 
when — 

Sir J, Bee, But pray consider, sir, my son 

Mr. Seal. Look you, sir. Til make the matter short. 
This unknown lady, as 1 told you, is all the objection 
I have to him : but one way or other he is or has 
been certainly engaged to her — I am therefore re- 
solved this very afternoon to visit her : now from her 
behaviour or appearance I shall soon be let into what 
I may fear or hope for. 

Sir J. Bev. Sir, I am very confident there can be 
nothing inquired into relating to my son, that will 
not, upon being understood, turn to his advantage. 

Mr. Seal. I hope that as sincerely as you believe 
it — Sir John Bevil, when I am satisfied in this great 
point, if your son's conduct answers the character you 
give him, I shall wish your alliance more than diat 
of any gentleman in Great Britain, and so your ser- 
vant. [Exetittt. 



SCENE III. 

Beyil junio/s Lodgings. 

Enter Tom and Phillls. 

Twtt. Well, madam, if you must speak with Mr. 
Myrtle, you shall ; he is now with my master in the 
library, 

Phil. But you must leave me alone with him, for 
he can't make me a presejit, nor I so handsomely 
take any thing from him before you; it would not b«» 
decent. 

Tom. It will be very decent indeed for me to retiie 
and leave my mistress with another mail ! 
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Phil, He is a gentlemaD^ and will treat one pro- 
perly. 

Tom, I believe so — but, however, I won't be far 
off, and therefore will venture to trust you. I'll call 
him to you. [Exit Tom. 

FhiL What a deal of pother and sputter here is be- 
tween my mistress and Mr. Myrtle ! I could any 
hour of the day get her to her lover, and would do 
it — but she, forsooth, will allow no plot to get him ; 
but if he can come to her, I know she would be glad 
of it; I must therefore do her an acceptable violence, 
and surprise her into his arms. I am sure I go by the 
best rule imaginable : if she were my maid, I should 
think h^r the best servant in the world for doing so 
by me, — 

Enter Myrtle and Tom. 

Oh, sir ! you and Mr. Bevil are fine gentlemen, to let 
a lady remain under such difficulties as my poor mis- 
tress, and not attempt to set her at liberty, or release 
her from the danger of being instantly married to 
Cimberton. 

Mt/rt, Tom h^s been telling — But what is to ba 
done? 

Phil. What is to- be done ! — when a man can't 
come at his mistress — why, can't you fire our house^ 
or the next house to us, to make us run out, and you 
take us > 

Myrt, How, Mrs. Phillis 

P/w/. Ay — let me see that rogue deny to fire a house^ 
make a riot, or any other little thing, when there were 
no other way to come at me. 

Tom, I am obliged to you, madam. 

Phil, Why, don't we hear every day of people^ 
hanging themselves for love, and won't they venture, 
the hazard of being hanged for love I — O, were I i| 
jaan 
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Myrt. What manly thing would you have me un- 
dertake, according to your ladyship's notion of a 
man ? . 

Phil, Only be at once what one time or other you 
may be, and wish to be, and must be. 

Mi/rt, Dear girl, talk plainly to me, and consider, 
Ij in my condition, can't be in very good humour — 
You say, to be at once what I must be. 

Phil, Ay, ay 1 mean no more than to be an 

old man ; I saw you do it very well at the masque- 
rade. In a word, old Sir Geoffry Cimberton is every 
hour expected in town, to join in the deeds and settle- 
ments for marrying Mr. Cimberton He is half 

blind, half lame, half deaf, half dumb ; though, as to 
his passions and desires, he is as warm and ridictiloui» 
as when in the heat of youth. 

Tom, Come, to the business, and don't keep the gen- 
tleman in suspense for the pleasure of being courted, 
as you serve me. 

Phil. I saw you at the masquerade act such a one 
to perfection: go, and put on that very habit, and 
come to our house as Sir GeofFry : there is not one 
there, but myself, knows his person. They think you 
out of town, which you had as good be for ever, if 
you lose this opportunity. — I must be gone ; I know 
I am wanted at home. 

Mi^rt. My dear Phillis ! 

[Catches and kissrs her^ and gives her Money. 

Phil, O fit ! my kisses are not my own ; you have 
eommifted violence; but I'll carry them to the right 
owner. [Tom kisses her.] Come, see me down stairs, 
[To Tom.] and leave the lover to think of his last 
game for the prize. [Exettnt Tom and Phillis. 

Mt/rt. I think I will instantly attempt this wild ex- 
pedient the extravagance of it will make me less 

suspected, and it will give me opportunity to assert 
my own right to Lucinda, without whom I cannot 
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live. But I am so mortified at this conduet of mine 
towards poor Bevil ! he must think nacanly of me. — 
I know not how to reassume myself, and be in spirits 

enough for such an adventure as this yet I must 

attempt it, if it be only to be near Lucinda, under her 
present perplexities, [Exit. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I, 

Sea land's House. 

Enter Phillis, with Lights before Myrtle, disguised 
like old Sir Geoffry, supported by Mrs. Sea- 
Land, LUCINDA, an</ClMB£RTON. 

Mrs, Seal, Now I have seen you thus fir, Sir Geof- 
fry, will you excuse me a moment, while I give my 
necessary orders for your accommodation ? 

[Exit Mrs. Sea land, 

Myrt. I have not seen you, cousin Cimberton, since 
you were ten years old ; and as it is incumbent on you 
to keep up your name and family, I shall, upon very 
reasonable terms, join with you in a settlement to that 
purpose: though I must tell you, cousin, this is the 
first merchant that has married into our house. 

Luc, Deuce on them ! am I a merchant because 
my father is? [Aside^ 

o2 



64 THE CONSCIOUS LOVERS. [aCT V. 

Myrt. But is he directly a trader at this time ? 

Cimb. There'^ no hiding the disgrace, sir ; he trades 
to all parts of the world. 

Myrt, We never had one of our family before, who ' 
descended from persons that did any thing. 

Cimb, Sir, since it is a girl that they have, I am, 
for the honour of my family, willing to take it in 
again, and to sink it into our name, and no harm 
done. 

Myrt. 'Tis prudently and generously resolved 

Is this the young thing ? 

Cimb, Yes, sir, 

FhU, Good madam, don't be out of humour, but 

let them run to the utmost of their extravagance 

Hear them out. 

Myrt, Can't I see her nearer ? — my eyes are but 
weak. 

PkiL Besides, I am sure the uncle has something 
wortli your notice. Til take care to get off the young 
one, and leave you to observe what may be wrought 
out of the old one for your good. \^Exit, 

Cimb, Madam, this old gentleman, your great un* 
cle, desires to be introduced to you, and to see you 
jiearer Approach, sir. 

Myrt, By your leave, young lady — [Pvts on Spec- 
tacles,^ Cousin Cimberton, she has exactly that sort 
of neck and bosom, for which my sister Gertrude 
was so much admired in the year sixty-one, before 
the French dresses first discovered any thing in women 
below the chin. 

Luc, Chin, quotha ! — - — I don't believe my passion- 
ate lover there, knows whether I have one or not. — 
Ha! ha! 

Enter Phillis. 

Phil. [To Cimberton.] Sir, my lady desires to 
show the apartments to you, that she intends for Sir 
GeofFiy. 
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Cimb, Well, sir, "by the time you have sufficiently 
gazed and sunned yourself in the beauties of my spouse 
there, 1 will wait on you again. 

[Exeunt Cimberton and Phillis. 

Myrt. Were it not, madam, that I might be trouble- 
some, there is something of importance, though we 
are alone, which I would say, more safe from being 
heard. 

Luc. There is something in this old fellow, me* 
thinks, that raises my curiosity. 

Myrt, To be free, madam, 1 as heartily contemn 
this kinsman of mine as you do, and am sorry to see 
so much beauty and merit devoted by your parents to 
•o insensible a possessor. 

Imc. Sui*prising! — I hope, then, sir, you will not 
contribute to the wrong you are so generous to pity, 
whatever may be the interest of your family. 

Myrt, This hand of mine shall never be employed 
to sign anything against your good and happiness. 

Luc. I am sorry, sir, it is not in my power to make 
you proper acknowledgments, but there is a gentleman 
in the world whose gratitude will, Tm sure, be worthy 
of the favour. 

Myrt, All the thanks I desire, madam, are in your 
power to give. 

Luc. Name them, and command them. 

Myrt. Only, madam, that the first time you are 
alone with your lover, you will with open arms re- 
ceive him. 

Laic. As willingly as heart could wish it. 

Myrt. Thus then he claims your promise. Oh, Lu- 
cinda ! 

Luc. Oh, a cheat ! a cheat ! a cheat ! 

Myrt. Hush ! 'tis I, 'tis I, your lover ; Myrtle him- 
self, madam. 

Lue. Oh, bless me ! what rashness and folly to suf- 

prise me s o But, hush — my mother 

G 3 
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Enter Mrs. Sealand flnrfCiMBERTox. 

Mrs. Seal. How now 1 what's the matter ? < 

Luc. Oh, madam ! as soon as you lett the room, 
my uncle fell into a sudden fit, and — ^and — so I cried 
out for help to support him, and conduct him to his 
chamber. 

Mrs. Seal. That was kindly done. Alas, sir, how 
do you find yourself? 

Myrt. Never was taken in so odd a way in my life 

Pray lead me — Oh ! I was talking here — Pray 

carry me — to my cousin Cimberton's young lady — 

Mrs. Seal. [Aside.'\ My cousin Cimberton's young 
lady! How zealous he is, even in his extremity, for 
the match ! A right Cimberton. 

[CiMBERTON and Lucixda lead kim^ as one 
in Pain. 

Cimh. Pox, uncle, you will pull my ear off ! 

LAc. Pray, uncle — ^you will squeeze me to death ! 

Mrs. Seal. No matter, no matter — he knows not 
what he does. — Come, sir, shall I help you out ? 

Myrt. By no means ; Til trouble nobody but my 
young cousins here. 

[Exevnt. — Mvrt. led by Cimb. and Luc. 



SCENE II. 

Charing Cross. 

Enter Mr. Sealand and Humphrey. 

Mr. Seal. I am very glad, Mr. Humphrey, that you 
agree with me, that it is for our common good I 
should look thoroughly into this matter. 

Humph. I am indeed of that opinion ; for there is 
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no artifice, nothing concealed in our family which 
ought in justice to be known. I need not desire you, 
sir, to treat the lady with care and respect. 

Mr. Seal, Mr. Humphrey — I shall not be rude, 
though I design to be a little abrupt, and come into 
the matter at once, to see how she will bear upon a 
surprise 

Humph, That's the door, sir, I wish you success, 

[Exit. 

Mr, Seal, [Knocks.l Til carry this matter with an 
air of authority, to inquire, though I make an errand 
to begin discourse. [Knocks again. 

Enter a TooTBOY, ' 

So, young man, is your lady within ? 

Foot, Alack, sir ! I am but a country boy — I don't 
know whether she is or noa ; but an' you'll stay a bit, 
I'll goa and ask the gentlewoman that's with her. 

Mr, Seal, Why, sirrah, though you are a country 
^oy, you can see, can't you ? you know whether she 
is at home when you see her, don't you? 

Foot, Nay, nay, I'm not such a country lad nei- 
ther, master, to think she is at home because I see 
her : I have been in town but a month, and lost one 
place already for believing my own eyes. 

Mr, Seal, Why, sirrah ! have you learned to lie al- 
ready ? 

Foot, Ah, master, things, that are lies in the country, 
are not lies at London — I begin to know my business 

a little better than so but an* you please to walk 

in, I'll call a gentlewoman to you that can tell you 
for certain — she can make bold to ask my lady her- 
self. 

Mr, Seal. O, then she is within, I find, though you 
dare not say so. 

Foot. Nay, nay, that's neither here nor there ; 
what matters whether she is within or no, if she has 
not a mind to see any body ? 
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Mr. Seal. I can't tell, sirrah, whether you are arch 
or simple ; but, however, get me a direct answer, and 
here's a shilling for you. 

Foot. Will you please to walk in? I'll see what I can 
do for you. 

Mr. Seal. I see you will be fit for your business in 
time, child ; but I expect to meet with nothing but 
extraordinaries in such a house. 

Foot. Such a house, sir ! you ha'n't seen it yet. — 
Pray walk in, 

Mr. Seal. Sir, I'll wait upon you, [Exeunt* 



SCENE in. 

Indiana's House. 

Enter Isabella and Footbot* 

Jsa. So, Daniel, what news with you ? 

Foot. Madam, there's a gentleman below wou'd 
speak with my lady. 

Isa. Sirrah! don't you know Mr. Bevil yet? 

Foot. Madam, 'tis not the gentleman that comes 
every day and asks for you, and won't go in till he 
knows whether you are with her or no. 

Isa. Ha ! that's a particular I did not know be- 
fore. — Well, be it who it will, lei him come up to 
me. [Exit FooTBOY, 

Enter Footboy with Mr. Sealand. — Isabella 

looks amazed. 

Mr. Seal. Madam, I can't blame your being a 
little ijurprised to see a perfect stranger make a visit, 
and 

Isa. I am indeed surprised 1 see he does not 

know me« [Aside, 



; ^ 
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Mr, Seal. You are very prettily lodged here, ma- 
dam ; in troth you seem to'have every thing pn plenty 
— a thousand a year, 1 warrant you, upon this pretty 
nest of rooms, and the dainty one within them. 

[Aside f atifl looking about. 

Isa. [Apart,] Twenty years, it seems, have less 
effect in the alteration of a man of thirty than of a 
girl of fourteen — How shall I contain my surprise and 
satisfaction ! — He must not know me yet. 

Mr. Seal, Madam, I hope 1 don't give you any 
disturbance ; but there is a young lady here, with 
whom I have a particular business to discourse, and»^I 
hope she will admit me to that favour. 

Isa, Why, sir, have you had any notice concern- 
ing her? I wonder who could give it you. 

Mr. Seal, That, madam^ is fit only to be commu- 
nicated to herself. 

Isa. You shall see her presently, sir ; for now I 
am as a mother, and will trust her with you. [Exit. 

Mr, Seal. As a mother ! right ; that's the old phrase 
for one of those commode ladies. But here comes 
the precious lady herself ; in truth a very sightly 
ivoman ! 

Enter Indiana. 

Ind. I am told, sir, you have some affair that re- 
quires your speaking with me. 

Mr. Seal, Yes, madam. There came to my hands 
a bill drawn by Mr. Bevil, which is payable to-mor- 
row, and he, in the intercourse of business, sent it to 
me, who have cash of his, and desired me to send a 
servant with it ; but I have made bold to bring you 
• the money myself. 

Ind. Sir, was that nessessary ? 

Mr, Seal. No, madam ; but to be free with you, 
the fame of your beauty, and the regard which Mr, 
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Bevil is a little too well known to have for you^ ex- 
cited nay curiosity. 

Ind, Tco well known to have for me ! Your sober 
Appearance, sir, which my friend described, made me 
expect no rudeness or absurdity at least — Who's 
there ? Sir, if you pay the money to a servant 'twill 
be as well. 

Mr, Seal, Pray, madam, be not offended ; I came 
hither on an innocent, nay a virtuous, design ; and if 
you will have patience to hear me, it may be as use- 
ful to you, as you are in friendship with Mr. Bcvil, 
as to my only daughter, whom I was this day dispo- 
sing of. 

Ind. You make me hope, sir, I have mistaken you : 
I am composed again : be free, say on — what 1 am 
afraid to hear. [Aside* 

Mr, Seal, I feared indeed an unwarranted passion 
here, but I did not think it was in abuse of so worthy 
an object, so accomplished a lady, as your sense and 
mien bespeak — but the youth of our age care not 
what merit and virtue they bring to shame, so they 
gratify 

Ind^ Sir ^you are going into very great errors — 

but as you are pleased to say you see something in me 
that has changed at least the colour of your suspi- 
cions, so has your appearance altered mine, and made 
me earnestly attentive to what has any way concerned 
you, to inquire into my affairs and character. 

Mr, Seal. How sensibly, with what an air, she 
talks! 

Ind, Good sir, be seated— and tell me tenderly — 
keep all your suspicions concerning me alive, that you 
may in a proper and prepared way, acquaint me why 
the care of your daughter obliges a person of your 
seeming worth and fortune to be thus inquisitive 
about a wretched, helpless, friendless — [Weepmg^ 
But I beg your pardon — though I am an orphan, your 
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child is not, and your concern for her, it seems, ha» 

brought you hither 1*11 be composed — pray gaon, 

sir. 

Mr. Seal, How could Mr. Bevil be such a monsteri 
to injure such a woman ? 

Ind. No, sir, you wrong him ; he has not injured 
me — my support is from his bounty. 

Mr. Seal, Bounty! when gluttons give high pricet 
for delicates, they arc prodigious bountiful ! 

Ind, Still, still you will persist in that error — but 
my own fears tell me all. You are the gentleman, I 
suppose, for whose happy daughter he is designed a 
husband by his good father ; and he has, perhaps, con* 
sented to the overture, and he is to be, perhaps, this 
night a bridegroom. 

Mr, Seal, I own he was intended such; but, 
madam, on your account, I am determined to defer 
ray daughter's marriage till I am satisfied, from your 
own mouth, of what nature are the obligations, you 
are under to him. 

Ind. His actions, sir, his eyes, have only made me 
think he designed to make me the partner of his heart. 
The goodness and gentleness of his demeanour made 
me misinterpret all ; 'twas my own hope, my own 
passion, that deluded me ; he never made one amorous 
advance to me ; his large heart and bestowing hand 
have only helped the miserable : nor know I why, but 
from his mere delight in virtue, that I have been his 
care, the object on which to indulge and please him- 
self with pouring favours. 

Mr. Seal. Madam, I know not why it is, but I, as 
well as you, am, methinks, afraid of entering into the 
matter I came about ; but 'tis the same thing as if we 
had talked ever so distinctly — he ne'er shall have a 
daughter of mine, 

Ind. If you say this from what you think of me, 
you wrong yourself and him. Let not me, miserable 
ihougb I may be^ do injury to my benefactor: no^ sir, 
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my treatment ought rather to reconcile you to his 
virtues. — If to bestow without a prospect of return, if 
to delight in supporting what might, perhaps, be 
thought an object of desire, with no other view than 
to be her guard against those who would not be so 
disinterested, if these actions, sir, can in a careful 
parents e^e commend him to a daughter, give yours, 
sir : give her to my honest, generous, Bevil ! — What 
have I to do but sigh, and weep ; to rave, run wild, 
a lunatic in chains, or, hid in darkness, mutter in 
distracted starts, and broken accents my strange, 
strange, story ! 

Mr. Seal. Take comfort, madam. 

Ind» All my comfort must be to expostulate in 
madness, to relieve with frenzy my despair, and, 
shrieking, to demand of fate why, why was I born 
to such variety of sorrows f 

Mr. Seal, If I have been the least occasion 

Ind. No ; 'Twas Heaven's high will I should be 
such — to be plundered in my cradle, tossed on the 
seas, and even there, an infant captive, to lose my mo- 
ther, hear .but of my father— to be adopted, lose my 
adopter, then plunged again in worse calamities ! 

Mr. Seal. An infant captive! 

Ind. Yet then to find the most charming of man- 
kind once more to set me free from what I thought 
the last distress, to load me with hi^s services; his 
bounties, and his favours, to support my very life in a 
way that stole, at the same time, my very soul kself 
from me. 

Mr. Seal. And has young Bevil been this worthy 
man ? 

Ind. Yet then again, this very man to take an- 
other, without leaving me the right, the pretence, of 
easing my fond heart with tears ! — for. Oh ! I can't 
reproach him, though the same hand, that raised me 
to this height, now throws me down the precipice. 
Mr, Seal. Dear lady I Oh, yet one moment's pi^ 
4 
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tience ! my heart grows full with your affliction ; but 
vet there's something in your story, that promises re* 
lief when you least hope it. 

Ind. My portion here is bitterness and sorrow. 
Mr, Seal. Do not think so. Pray answer me ; does 
Bevil know your name and family ? 

Ind. Alas, too well ! Oh ! could I be any other 

thing than what I am ! 111 tear away all traces of 

my former self, my little ornaments, the remains of 
my first state, the hints of what I ought to have 
bee n 

[In her Disorder she throws axoav her Bracelet^ 
which SfiALAKD takes up, and looks ear' 
nestly at it. 
Mr. Seal. Ha! what's this? my eyes are not de- 
ceived ! it is, it is the same ; the very bracelet 
which I bequeathed my wife, at our last mournful 
parting. 

Ind. What said you, sir ? your wife ! Whither does 
my fancy carry me ? what means this new felt motion 
at my heart ? And yet again my fortune but deludes 
me ; for, if I err not, sir, your name is Sealand ; but 

my lost father's name was 

Mr. Seal. Danvers, was it not ? 
Ind. What new amazement ! that is, indeed, my 
family. 

Mr. Seal. My child, my child ! 
Ind. Ah, gracious Heaven! Is it possible ? Do I 
embrace my father ? 

Mr* Seal. And do I hold thee ? These passions are 
too strong for utterance. — Rise, rise, my child, and 
give my tears their way. — Know, then, when my mis- 
fortunes drove me to the Indies, for reasons too tedi- 
ous to mentioDi I changed my name of Danvera iat# 
Sealand. 
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Enter Isabella. 

Isa. If yet there wants an explanation of your 
wonder, behold your sister, IsabeUa ! 

Mr. Seal. My sister ! 

Isa, Now, dearest niece^ my groundless fears, my 
painful cares, no more shall vex thee: if I have 
wronged thy noble lover with too hard suspicions, 
my j ust concern for thee, I hope, will plead my par- 
don. 

Mr, Seal, Oh ! make him then the full amends, 
and be yourself the messenger of joy. Tell him, tke 
reward of all his virtues waits on his acceptance* 
[Eynt Isabella.] My dearest Indiana ! 

[Turns and embraces her, 

Ind, Have I then at last a father's sanction on my 
love ; his bounteous hand to give, and make my heart 
a present worthy of Bevil's generosity ? 

Mr, Seal, Oh, my child, how are our sorrows past 
overpaid by such a meeting ! In one day to find thee 
thus, and thus bestow thee, in such perfect happi- 
ness, is ample, ample reparation ! and yet again, the 
merit of thy lover 

Jnd, O, had 1 spirits left to tell you of hii actions ; 
how strongly filial duty has suppressed his love, and 
how conci^alment still has doubled all his obligations, 
the pride, the joy of his alliance, sir, would wftrm 
your heart, as he has conquered mine. 

Mr. Seal, How laudable is love, when bom of vir- 
tue! I burn to embrace him. 

Ind, See, sir, my aunt already has* succeeded, and 
brought him to your wishes. 

Enter Isabella, voith Sik John Bevil, Bevil 
jun, Mrs. Sealand, Cimbertok, Myrtle, onjif 

LUCIKDA. 

Sir J, Bev. [Entering,'] Where, where's this scene 
of wonder ! — Mr. Sealaiid, I congratulate, on this 

4t 
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occasion, our mutual happiness — ^Your good sister, 
sir, has, with the story of your daughter's fortune, 
£lled us iivith surprise and joy. Now all exceptions 
are removed ; my son has now avowed his love, and 
turned all former jealousies and doubts to approba- 
tion, and I am told your goodness has consented to 
reward him. 

Mr, Seal. If, sir, a fortune equal to his fa therms 
hopes can make this object worthy his acceptance. 

Bev.jun. I hear your mention, sir, of fortune with 
pleasure, only as it may prove the means to reconcile 
the best of fathers to my love ; let him be provident, 
but let me be happy , — My ever destined, my acknow- 
ledged wi fe ! lEmhracing I x di ak a. 

Indn Wife ! — Oh ! my ever loved, my lord, my 
master! 

Sir J. Bev. I congratulate myself, as well as you, 
that I have a son, who could, under such disadvantages, 
discover your great merit. 

Mr. Seal. Oh, Sir John, how vain, how weak is 
Luman prudence ! what care, what foresight, what 
imagination could contrive such bless'd events to 
make our children happy, as Providence in one short 
hour has laid before us? 

Cimb. [To Mas. Sea land.] I am afraid, madam, 
Mr. Sealand is a little too busy for our affair ; if you 
please we'll take another opportunity. 

Mrs. Seal. Let us have patience, sir. 

Cimb. But we make Sir Geofiry wait, madam. 

Myrt. O, sir, I'm not in haste. 

[Durifig thiSf Bevil jun. presents Lucinda 
to Indiana. 

Mr. Seal. But here, here's our general benefactor. 
Excellent young man ! that could be at once a lover 
to her beauty, and a parent to her virtue ! 

Bev. jun. If you think that an obligation, sir, give 
me leave to overpay myself in the only instance that 
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can now add to my felicity, by begging you to be- 
stow this lady on Mr. Myrtle. 

Mr, Seal. She is his without reserve ; 1 beg he may 
be sent for.— Mr, Cimberton, notwithstanding you 
never had my consent, yet there is, since I saw you, 
another objection to your marriage with my daugh- 
ter. 

Cimh, I hope, sir, your lady has concealed no- 
thing from me ? 

Mr. Seal. Troth, sir, nothing but what was con- 
cealed from myself; another daughter, who had an 
undoubted title to half my estate, 

Cimb. How, Mr. Sealand * why then, if half Mrs* 
Lucinda's fortune is gone, you can't say that any of 
my estate is settled upon her ; I was in treaty for the 
whole : but if that's not to be come at, to be sure 
there can be no bargain. — Sir — I have nothing to do 
but to take my leave of your good lady, my cousin, 
and beg pardon for the trouble I have given this old 
gentleman. 

Myrt. That you have, Mr. Cimberton, with all my 
heart. [Disconoers himstlf\ 

All Mr. Myrtle! 

Myrt. And I beg pardon of the whole company, 
that I assumed the person of Sir GeoiTry, only to be 
present at the danger of this lady's being disposed of, 
and in her utmost exigence to assert my right to her^ 
which, if her parents will ratify, as they once fisivour- 
ed my pretensions, no abatement of fortune shall 
lessen her value to me. * 

Iaic. Generous man ! 

Mr, Seal. If, sir, you can ovcriook the injury of 
baing in treaty with one who as meanly left her, as 
you have generously asserted your right in her, she 
IS you^s. 

Mrt. Seal. Well, however, I'm glad the girl's dis- 
posed Qf any way. . [Asidi* 



SCENE III.] THE CONSCIOUS LOtERS. 77 

Bev. jun. Myrtle, no longer rivals now, but bro- 
thers. 

Myrt, Dear Bevil ! you are born to triumph over 
ine ; but now our competition ceases : I rejoice in the 
preeminence of your virtue, and your alliance adds 
charms to Lucinda. 

Sir X Bco. Now, ladies and gentlemen, you have 
set the world a fair example ; your happiness is owing 
to your constancy and merit, and the several difficult 
ties you have struggled with evidently show, 

Whatever the generous mind itself denies. 

The secret care of Providence supplies. [Exeunt. 



THE END. 
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REMARKS. 



- It is certain, that Dr. Young was no enthusiastic; 
admirer of Shakspeare's " Othello" — ^To suppose he 
was, is to accuse him of high presumption in hoping to 
write a still better play. For that he could take the 
same subject, which an admired author had used 
with infinite success, and not hope to transcend him, 
agrees hut ill with the ambition of any dramatist; 
much less with that of the aspiring Young. 

" The Revenge" is so excellent a production, that the 
reader will forgive the author's attempt, and compas- 
sionate his failure. In one of his characters, indeed, he 
has surpassed the genius of Shakspeare — but immo- 
rally so — he has adorned malice and its kindred vices» 
with a sentiment appropriate to the rarest virtue: — 
scrupulous regard for unblemished honour. 

The high-sounding vengeance of Zanga charms 
every heart, whilst the malicious purposes of lago 
fill every bosom with abhorrence. 

Another advantage is given to Zanga in his guilt — 
the persons, whom he involves in utter ruin, claim 
far less sympathy than Shakspeare's Othello and 
Desdemona. Alonzo can excite no interest equal to 
the first, and Leonora sinks even beneath compari- 

n before the last. 
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Dr. Johnson has said, that the inferior characters 
in the tragedy of " Othello" would make a very good 
play, were the three superior ones wholly omitted : 
and certainly Cassio, Roderigo, and Amelia are all 
excellent parts. But, should this method be pursued 
with the tragedy of" The Revenge," when the best were 
left out, what could be done with the remaining few f 
Isabella, in particular, is a tool of such insignifi- 
cance in herself, that, till her importance as an in- 
strument is testified, it seems degrading to the proud 
mind and acute understanding of the imperious Moor, 
to trust his perilous design to a woman's secrecy 
who gives no one proof to the audience of possessing 
selfrestraint peculiar from the rest of her sex^ and 
powerful enough to keep silence. 

Deservedly high as this tragedy must ever rank 
among English dramas, it is but seldom brought 
upon the stage, and then the actor who peiforms Zanga 
must be its sole support. — ^This character is of such 
magnitude, and so unprotected by those which sur- 
round him, that few performers will undertake to r^ 
present it : a less number still have succeeded in 
braving the danger. Mr. Kemble stands foremost 
among those, and draws some splendid audiences 
every year, merely to see him ; though the intervals 
between his exits and entrances are sure to be passed 
in lassitude. 

Dr. Young has the praise of being an original poet, 
but this work cannot be brought as a proof; for be- 
sides its resemblance to the " Othello" of Shakspeare, 
it is alleged he had also in his view the Abdelazer of 
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Mrs. Behn, upon which character Zanga is a grand 
improvement. 

The originality of Young must be found in his 
*^ Night Thoughts." Those well known poems, that 
speak contemptuously of a would, which, if his most 
distinguished biographers can be relied upon, he 
loved as dearly as the gayest libertine. 

It is a reflection more gloomy than the author's 
gloomiest composition, that Young was a man the very 
reverse of him, whom the reader of his "Night 
Thoughts" would suppose the writer to be. 

Dr. Edward Young was the son of the Deati of 

Sarum, and born at Upham, near Winchester, in 

June 168I. He received his first education in that 

college ; and at Oxford, took the degree of Doctor 

. of Civil Law. 

On quitting the university where he had given tes- 
timony of his poetic talents. Young was admitted 
into the family of Lord Exeter, and became the tutor 
of Lord Burleigh, with whom he was to travel, and 
receive as his recompense an annuity for life. But 
the witty and profligate Duke of Wharton, who at that 
time rioted in all the vices and follies of London, al- 
lured him" by his friendship to yield up this honour- 
able engagement, and be a partner with him in all 
his excesses. 

This eminent poet can easier be forgiven his youth- 
ful attachment to the pleasures of the world, than his 
aged anxiety after its honours. When the Duke's 
protection ceased with his exile and death, Young 
took orders, as the only means of subsistence ; and b^- 

b3 
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came grave and political, as the only means of pro- 
ferment. He preached excellent sermons on the duty 
of a christian, and wrote as excellent pamphlets to 
traduce his neighbour the Duke of Marlborough, 
when that neighbour was out of favour with the 
court. 

He was fervent in public worship, both at church, 
and in the dedications he sent forth with his various 
works ; wherein, he has praised man as he praised 
God : which gives rise to the suspicion, that he ex- 
pected as valuable favours from the created, as from 
the Creator. 

Dr. Young was married in ] 732 to Lady Eiizabetk 
Lee, daughter of the Earl of Litchfield, and the wi- 
dow of Colonel Lee. About the year 1740, Lady 
Elizabeth died ; and very shortly after, both a daugh- 
ter she had by her first marriage, and that daughter's 
husband, (a son of Lord Palmerston) departed this 
life. — Melancholy events, which Young has lamented 
in strains of pious sorrow in his favourite work. 

Notwithstanding his afflictions he survived these 
losses five and twenty years : then expired at the ag^ 
of eighty-four, enjoying his perfect senses to the last 
moment — ^and to the last moment he refused to set 
his only child, a son, who for some youthful offence 
had been banished his house ; and yet that repentant 
child sent earnest supplications for pardon, and ad- 
mission to his father's presence. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 



Baitlementif with a Sea Prospect, 

Enter Zakga. 
Zan* Whether first nature, or long want of peace. 
Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell ; 
But horrors now are not displeasing to me : {Thunder^ 
I like this rocking of the battlements. 

Enter Isabella. 

Rage on, ye winds, burst, clouds, and waters roar! 
You bear a just resemblance of my fortune, 
And suit the gloomy habit of my soul. 
Who's there? My love! 

Isa. Why have you left my bed ? 
Your absence more affrights me than the storm. 

[Thunder. 

Zan. The dead alone in such a night can rest, 
And 1 indulge my meditation here. 
Woman, away. I chuse to be alone. 

I$a, I know you do, and therefore will not leav« 
you ; 
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Excuse me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. 

[Thunder. 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation ? 
Something unusual hangs upon your heart. 
And I will know it; by our loves 1 will. 
To you 1 sacrific'd ray virgin fame ; 
Ask I too much to share in your distress. 

Zan, In tears ? Thou fool ! then hear me, and be 
plunged 
In helFs abyss, if ever it escape thee. 
To strike thee with astonishment at once, 
I hate Alcmzo. First recover that, 
And then thou shalt hear farther. 

Isa^ Hate Alonzo ! 
I own, I thought Alonzo most your friend, 
And that he lost the master in that name. 

Zan. Hear then. 'Tis twice three years since that 
great man 
(Great let me call him, for he conquered me) 
Made me the captive of his arm in fight. 
He slew my father, and threw chains o'er me, 
While 1 with pious rage pursu'd revenge. 
I then was young, he plac'd me near his person. 
And thought me not dishonoured by his service. 
One day, (may that returning day be night, 
The stain, the curse, of each succeeding year I) 
For something, or for nothing, in his pride 
He struck me. (While I tell it, do I live ?) 

He smote me on the cheek 1 did not stab him, 

For that were poor revenge E'er since, his folly 

Has strove to bury it beneath a heap 
Of kindnesses, and thinks it is forgot. 
Insolent thought! and like a second blow ! 
Affronts are innocent, where men are worthless ; 
And such alone can wisely drop revenge. 

Isa. But with more temper, Zanga, tell your story ; 
To see your strong emotions startles me, 

Zan. Yes, woman, with the temper that befits it. 
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Has the dark adder venom ? So have I, 

When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou shalt feel me! 

For from that day, that day of my dishonour, 

I from that day have curs'd the rising sun, 

Which never fail'd to tell me of my shame. 

I from that day have blessed the coming night, 

Which promised to conceal it ; but in vain ; 

The blow retum'd for ever in my dream. 

Yet on I toil'd, and groan'd for an occasion 

Of ample vengeance ; none is yet arriv'd. 

Howe'er, at present I conceive warm hopes 

Of what may wound him sore, in his ambition, 

Life of his life, and dearer than his soul. 

By nightly march he purpos'd to surprise 

The Moorish camp ; but I have taken care 

They shall be ready to receive his favour. 

Failing in this, a cast of utmost moment, 

Would darken all the conquests he has won. 

Isa, Just as I entered an express arrived. 

Zan, To whom ? 

Isa. His friend, Don Carlos. 

^aTT. Be propitious, 
O, Mahomet, on this important hour. 
And give at length my famish'd soul revenge ! 
What is revenge, but courage to call in 
Our honour's debts, and wisdom to convert 
Others' self-love into our own protection ? 
But see, the morning ray breaks in upon us ; 
111 seek Don Carlos, and inquire my fate. [Exeunt. 
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SCEVK U. 



Tke Palace. 



Enter Don Carlos and Dok MiiNUEL. 

Man. My Lord Don Carlos, what brings your ex- 
press f 

Car. Alonzo's glory, and the Moor^s defeat. 
The field is streVd with twice ten thousand slain. 
Though he suspects his measures were betrayed. 
He'll soon arrive. Oh, how I long to embrace 
The first of heroes, and the best of friends ! 
I lov'd fair Leonora long before 
The chance of battle gave me to the Moors, 
And while I groan'd in bondage, I deputed 
This great Alonzo, whom her father honours, 
To be my gentle advocate in love. 

Man, And what success ? 

Car. Alas, the cruel maid 

Indeed her father, who, though high at court, 
And powerful with the king, has wealth at heart 
To heal his devastation from the Moors, 
Knowing I'm richly freighted from the cast. 
My fleet now sailing in the sight of Spain, 
(Heav'n guard it safe through such a dreadful storm !) 
Caresses me, and urges her to wed. 

Man. Her aged father, see, 
Leads her this way. 

Car. She looks like radiant truth, 
Brought forward by the hand of hoary tim» ■ 
You to the port with speed, 'tis possible 
Some vessel is arriv'd. [Exit Man.] Hea/i^ grant it 

bring 
Tidings which Carlos may receive with joy ! 
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Enter Don Alva&ez and Leonora. 

Alv, Don Carlos, I am labouring in your favour 
With all a parent's soft authority^ 
And earnest counsel. 

Car. Angels second you ! . 
For all my bliss or misery hangs on it. 

Ah. Daughter, the happiness of life depends 
On our discretion, and a prudent choice ; 
Don Carlos is of ancient, noble blood, 
And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune. 
For him the sun is labouring in the mines, 
A faithful slave, and turning earth to gold. 
His keels are freighted with that sacred power, 
By which ev'n kings and emperors are made. 
Sir, you have my good wishes, and I hope 

[To Carlos. 
My daughter is not indispos'd to hear you. [Exit, 

Car, Oh, Leonora ! why art thou in tears ? 
Because I am less wretched than 1 was ? 
Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 
Hush'd was your bosom, and your eyes serene. 

Leon, Think you my father too indulgent to me, 
That he claims no dominion 6'er my tears ? 
A daughter sure may be right dutiful, 
Whose tears alone are free from a restraint. 
Car, Ah, my torn heart t \ 
Leon. Regard not me, my lord, 
I shall obey my father. 

Car. Disobvy him. 
Rather than come thus coldly, than come thus 
With absent eyes and alienated mien, 
SufTring address, the victim of my love. 
Love calls for love. Not all the pride of beauty. 
Those eyes, that tell us what the sun is made of, 
Those lips, whose touch is to be bought with life, 
Those hills of driven snow, which Seen are felt ; 
All these posseu'd^ are nought, but m they are 

c 
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The proof, the substance of an inward passion. 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 

Leon. I pray, my lord, no more. 

Car. Must I despair then ? Do not shake me 
thus : 
Hcav'ns ! what a proof I gave, but two nights past. 
Of matchless love ! To fling me at thy feet, 
I slighted friendship, and I flew from fame ; 
Nor heard the' summons of the next day's battle : 
But darting headlong to thy arms, I left 
The promised fight, I left Alonzo too, 
To stand the war, and quell a world alone. 

[Drums and Trumpets. 

Leon. The victor comes. My lord, I must with- 
draw. 

Car. And must you go ? 

Leon. Why should you wish me stay ? 
Your friend's arrival will bring comfort to you. 
My presence none; it pains you and myself; 
For both our sakes permit me to withdraw. [Exit. 

[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets. 

Enter. Don Alonzo, ivith Attendants. 

Car. Alonzo ! 

Alon, Carlos ! 1 am whole again ; 

Clasp'd in thy arms, it makes my heart entire. 

Car. Whom dare I thus embrace ? The conqueror 
Of Afric. 

Alon. Yes, much more — Don Carlos' friend. 
The conquest of the world would cost me dear. 
Should it beget one thought of distance in thee. 
I rise in virtues to come nearer to thee. 
Twas Carlos conquer'd, 'twas his cruel chains 
Infiam'd me to a rage unknown till then. 
And threw my former actions far behind. 

Car, I love fair Leonora. How 1 love her ! 
Yet still I find (I know not how it is) 
Another heart, another soul for thee. 

3 
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l*hy friendship warms, it raises, it transports 
Liise music, pure the joy, without allay, 
Whose very rapture is tranquillity : 
But love, like wine, gives a tumultuous bliss, 
Heighten'd indeed beyond all mortal pleasures ; 
But mingles pangs and madness in the bowl. 

Enter Zanga. 

Zan, Manuel, my lord, returning from the port 
On business both of moment and of haste. 
Humbly begs leave to speak in private with you. 

Car, In private ! — Ha ! — Alonzo, I'll return ; 
No business can detain me long from thee. [Exit, 

Zan. My lord Alonzo, I obey'd your orders. 

Alon, Will the fair Leonora pass this way ? 

Zan, She will, my lord, and soon. 

Alon, Come near me, Zanga ; 
For I dare open all my heart to thee. 
There's not a wounded captive in my train. 
That slowly follow'd my proud chariot wheels, 
With half a life, and beggary, and chains. 

But is a god to me : I am most wretched. 

In his captivity, thou know st, Don Carlos, 
My friend, (and never was a friend more dear) 
Deputed me his advocate in love ; 

What did I do ? 1 lov'd myself. Indeed, 

One thing there is might lessen my offence, 

(If such offence admits of being lessen'd) 

I thought him dead ; for (by what fate I know not) 

His letters never reach'd md. 

Zan, Thanks to Zanga, 
Who thence contriv'd that evil which has happen'd. 

[Aside. 

Alon. Yes, curs'd of Heav'n ! I lo/d, myself ; and 
now. 
In a late action, rescu'd from the Moors, 
I have brought home my rival in my friend. 

c2 
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Zan. We hear, my lord, that in that action too, 
Your interposing arm preseiVd his life. 

jilon. It did — with more than the expense of 
mine ; 
For, O, this day is mentioned for their nuptials. 
Zan. My lord, she comes. 

Mon. ril take my leave and die. [Exit. 

Zan^ Hadst thou a thousand lives, thy death would 
please me. 
Unhappy fate I My country overcome ! 

My six years hope of vengeance quite expir'd I 

Would nature were — I will not fall alone : 

But others' groans shall tell the world my death. 

[AitdCf and exit. 

Enter Leonora and Alonzo. 

Alon» When nature ends with anguish like to this. 
Sinners shall take their last leave of the sun. 
And bid his light adieu. [WeepSm 

Lean. The mighty conqueror 
Disoiay'd ! I thought you gave the foe your sorrows. 

Alan. O, cruel insult ! are those tears your sport. 
Which nothing but a love for you could draw ? 
Afric I queird, in hope by that to purchase 
Your leave to sigh unscorn'd ; but I complain not; 
Twas but a world, and you are — Leonora. 

Leon. That passion which you boast of is your 
guilt, 
A treason to your friend. 

A Ion. O, Leonora ! 
What could I do ? — In duty to my friend, 
I saw you : and to see is to admire. 
For Carlos did I plead, and most sincerely. 
You know I did. I sought but your esteem ; 
If that is guilt, an angel had been guilty. 

Leon. If from your guilt none suffer'd but your- 
self, 
It might be so— ^JarewdL l^^^- 
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Alon. Who suffers with me ? [Takes her Hand. 

Leon, Eojoy your ignorance, and let me go. 

[fVeeps: 

AUm, What mean these tears ? 

Leon, I weep by chance ; nor have my tears a 
meaning. 
But, O, when first I saw Alonzo's tears, 
I knew their meaning well ! 

AUm, Heavens ! what is this ? That excellence, for 
which 
Desire was plan]ted in the heart of man ; 
Virtue's supreme reward on this side Heav'n ; 
The cordial of my soul — and this destroys m e ^ - 
Indeed, I flattered me that thou didst hate. 

Lemi, Alonzo, pardon me the injury 
Of loving you. I struggled with my passion. 
And struggled long ; let that be some excuse. 
You well may wonder at such words as these ; 
I start at them myself, they fright my nature. 
Great is my fault ; but blame not me alone ; 
Give him a little blame, who took such pains 
To make me guilty. 

Alon, Blame you ! you know I think your love a 
blessing 
Beyond all human blessings V 'tis the price 
Of sighs and groans, and a whole year of dying. 
But, O, the curse of curses ! O, my friend ! 

Leon, Alas ! 

Alon, What says my love ? Speak, Leonora. 

Leon, Was it for you, my lord, to be so quick 
In finding out objections to our love ? 
Think you so strong my love, or weak my virtue. 
It was unsafe to leave ^that part to me? 

AUm, Is not the day then fix'd for your espousals ? 

Leon. Indeed my father once had thought that 
way ; 
But marking how the marriage pain'd my heart, 

c3 
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Long be stood doubtful ; but at last resolv'd| 
Your counsel, which detennines him in all, 
Should finish the debate. 

Ahn, Oy agony ! 
Must I not only lose her, but be made 
Myself the instrument ? Not only die, 
But plunge the dagger in my heart myself? 

Leon, What, do you tremble lest you should b« 
mine ? 
For what else can you tremble ? Not for that 
My father places in your power to alter. 

Ahn. What's in my pow'r ? O, yes, to stab my 
friend ! 

Leon. To stab your friend were barbarous indeed : 
Spare him — and murder me, 

AUm, First perish all ! 
No Leonora, I am thine for ever ; 
The groans of friendship shall be heard no more. 
For whatsoever crime I can commit, 
I've fel^ the pains already. 

Leon, Hold, Alonzo, 
And hear a maid whom doubly thou hast conquer'd. 
I love thy virtue as I love thy person, 
And I adore thee for the pains it gave me ; 
But as I felt the pains, 111 reap the fruit ; 
I'll shine out in my turn, and show the world 
Thy great example was not lost upon me. 
Thus then I tear me from thy hopes for ever. 
Shall I contribute to Alonzo s crimes ? 
No, tho' the life-blood gushes from my heart, 
You shall not be asham'd of Leonora ; 
Nay, never shrink ; take back the bright example 
You lately lent ; O, take it while you may. 
While I can give it you, and be immortal ! [Exit, 

AUm, She's gone, and I shall see that face no 
more; 
But pine in absence, and till death adore. 
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When with cold dew ray fainting brow is himg. 
And my eyes darken, from my fault'ring tongue 
Her name will tremble with a feeble moan. 
And love with fate divide my dying gr<Hm. [EmU^ 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I, 

The Palace. 
Enter Dov Manuel and Zanga, 

Z4m. If this be true, I cannot blame your pain 
For wretched Carlos ; 'tis but humane in you. 
But when arriv'd your dismal news f 

Man. This hour, 

Zan. What, not a vessel sav'd ? And is Alvarez 
Determined to deny his daughter to him ? 
That treasure was on shore ; must that too join 
The common wreck ? 

Man, Alvarez pleads, indeed. 
That Leonora's heart is disinclined. 
And pleads that only ; so it was this morning. 
When he concuired : the tempest broke the match ; 
And sunk his favour, when it sunk the gold. 
The love of gold is double in his heart, 
The vice of age, and of Alvarez too. 

Zan. How does Don Carlos bear it ? 

Man. Like a man, 
Whose heart feels most a human heart can feel, 
And reasons best a human heart can reason, 

Zan. But is he then in absolute despair ? 
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Man, Never to see his Leonora more. 
And, quite toquenct all future hope, AlvJarez 
Urges Alonzo to espouse his daughter 
This very day ; for he has learnt their loves. 

Zan, Ha ! was not that receiv'd with ecstacy 
By Don Alonzo ? 

Man, Yes, at first ; but soon 
A damp came o'er him, it would kill his friend. 

Zan. Not if his friend consented : and since now - 
He can't himself espouse her 

Man, Yet, to ask it 
Has sonfething shocking to a generous mind ; 
At least, Alonzo's spirit startles at it.* 
Rut 1 must leave you. Carlos wants support 
In his severe affliction. \_Exit, 

Zan, Ha, it dawns ! 

It rises to Jtne, like a new-found world 
To mariners long time distress'd at sea. 
Sore from a storm, and all theirs viands spent ; 
Hoa, Isabella ! 

Enter Isabella. 

I thought of dying ? better Ihings come forward ; 
Vengeance is still alive ; from her dark covert, 
With all her snakes erect upgn her crest. 
She stalks in view, and fires me with her charms. 
When, Isabella, arrived Don Carlos here ? 
-Isa, Two nights ago. 

Zan, That was the very night 
Before the battle — — Memory, set down that ; 
It has the- essence of the crocodile, 

Tho' yet but in the shell I'll give it birth— — - 

What time did he return ; 

Isa, At midnight. 

Zan, So — 

Say, did he see that night his Leonora ? 

Isa. No, my good lord', 

Zan, No matter 
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Go and fetch my tablets hither. [Exit Isabella. 

Two nights ago my father's sacred shade 

Thrice stalk'd around my bed, and smil'd upon me ; 

He smil'd a joy then little understood 

It must be so — and if so, it is vengeance 
Worth waking of the dead for. 

Enter Isabella with the TabktM ; Zanoa writes; then 

reads as to himself. 

Thus it stands 

The father's fix*d Don Carlos cannot wed 

Alonzo may but that will hurt his friend 

Nor can he ask his leave K)r, if he did, 

He might not gain it It is hard to give 

Our own consent to ills, tho' we must bear them. 

Were it not then a masterpiece, worth all 

The wisdom I can boast, first to persuade 

Alonzo to request it of his friend, 

His friend to grant, then, from that very grant, 

The strongest proof of friendship man can give, 

(And other motives) to work out a cause 

Of jealous}', to rack Alonzo's peace !— 

I have tum'd o'er the catalogue of human woes. 

Which sting the heart of man, and find none equal. 

It is the hydra of calamities. 

The sevenfold death ; the jealous are the damn'd. 

. Isa, Alonzo comes this way. 

Zan, Most opportunely. 
Withdraw — ^Ye subtle demons, which reside 

[Esit Isabella* 
In courts, and do your work with bows and smiles, 
That little enginery, more mischievous 
Than fleets and armies, and the cannon's murderi 
Teach me to look a lie ; give me your ma^e 
Of gloomy thought and intricate design, 
To catch the man I hate, and then devouft 
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Enter Don Alonzo. 

My lord, I give you joy. 

Alon, Of what, good Zanga ? 

Zan. Is not the lovely Leonora yours ? 

Alott. What will become of Carlos ? 

Zan. He*s your friend ; 
And isince he can't espouse the fair himself. 
Will take some comfort from Alonao's fortune. 

Alon, Alas, thou little know'st the force of love ! 
Love reigns a sultan with unrivall'd sway ; 
Puts. all relations, friendship's self, to death, 
If once he's jealous of it. I love Carlos ; 
Yet well I know what pangs I felt this morning 
At his intended nuptials. For myself 
I then felt pains, which now for him I feel. 

Zan, You will not wed her then ? 

Alofi, Not instantly. 
Insult his broken heart the very moment ! 

Zan, I understand you : but you'll wed hereafter. 
When your friend's gone, and his first pain assuag'd. 

Alon. Am I to blame in that? 

Zan, My lord, I love 
Your very errors ; they are born from virtue. 
Your friendship (and what nobler passion claims 
The heart ?) does lead you blindfold to your ruin. 
Consider, wherefore did Alvarez break 
Don Carlos' match, and wherefore urge Alonzo's ? 
'Twas the same cause, the love of wealth. To- 
morrow 
May see Alonzo in Don Carlos' fortune ; 
A higher bidder is a better friend. 
And there are princes sigh for Leonora. 
When your friend's gone you'll wed ; why, when the 

cause 
Which gives you Leonora now will cease. 
Carlos has lost her ; should yoii lose her too, 
Why, then you heap new torments on your friend, 
By that respect which labour'd to relieve him— 
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Tis well he is disturbM; it makes him pause. 

[Asicle. 

Alon. Think'st thou, my Zanga, should I ask Dun 
Carlos, 
His goodness would consent, that I should wed her ? 

Zan, I know it would. 

Alon, But then the cruelty 
To ask it, and for me to ask it of him ! 

Zan. Methinks you are severe upon your friend. 
Who was it gave him liberty And life ? 

Alon, That is the very reason which forbids it. . 
Were I a stranger 1 could freely speak : 
In me it so resembles a demand. 
Exacting of a debt, it shocks my nature. 

Zan, My lord, you know the sad alternative. 
Is Leonora worth one pang or not ? 
Warmly as you I wish Don Carlos well ; 
But I am likewise Don Alonzo's friend : 
Ther.e all the difference lies between us two. 
In me, my lord, you hear another self ; 
And, give me leave to add, a better too, 
Clear'd from those errors, which, though caus'd by 

virtue. 
Are such as may hereafter give you pain— — 
Don Lopez of Castile would not demur thus. 

Alon. Perish the name ! What, sacrifice the fair 
To age and ugliness, because set in gold ? 
V\\ to Don Carlos, if my heart will let me. 
1 have not seen him since his sore aflfiiction ; 
But shunn'd it, as too terrible to bear. 
How shall I bear it now ? Im struck already. 

[Exit, 

Zan, Half of my work is done. I must secure 
Don Carlos, ere Alonzo speak with him. 

[He gives a Message to M an uel. 
Proud hated Spain, oft drench'd in moorish blood ! 
Dost thou not feel 4 deadly foe within thee ? 
Shake not the towers where'er I pass along, 
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Conscious of niiBy and their great destroyer? 

Shake to the centre, if Alonzo'sdear. 

Look down, O, holy prophet, see me torture 

This christian dog, this infidel, which dares 

To smite thy votaries, and spurn thy law ; 

And yet hopes pleasure from two radiant eyes. 

Which look as they were lighted up for thee ! 

Shall he enjoy thy paradise below ? 

Blast the bold thought, and curse him with her 

charms ! 
But see, the melancholy lover comes. 

Enter Don Carlos. 

Car. Hope, thou hast told me lies from day to day, 
For more than twenty years ; vile promiser ! 
None here are happy but the very fool, 
Or very wise ; and I wasn't fool enough 
To smile in vanities, and hug a shadow ; 
Nor liave I wisdom to elaborate 
An artificial happiness from pains : 
How many lift the head, look gay, and smile 
Against their consciences ? And this we kno^ 
Yet knowing, disbelieve, and try again 
What we have try'd,and struggle with conviction. 
Each new experience gives the former credit ; 
And reverend grey threescore is but a voucher. 
That thirty told us true. 

Zan. My noble lord, 
I mourn your fate : but are no hopes surviving ? 

Car, No hopes. Alvarez has a heart of steel ; 
'Tis fix'd — ^'tis past — ^'tis absolute despair ! 

Zan. You wanted not to have your heart made 
tender. 
By your own pains, to feel a friend's distress. 

Car, I understand you well. Alonzo loves ; 
I pity him. 

Zan, I dare be sworn you do : 
Yet he has other thoughts. 
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Car, What canst thou mean f 

Zan, Indeed he has; and fears to ask a favour 
A stranger from a stranger might request; 
What costs you nothing, yet is all to him : 
Nay, IV hat indeed will to your glory add, 
For nothing more than wishing your friend well. 

Car. I pray, be plain ; his happiness is mine. 

Zaii, He loves to death ; but so reveres his friend. 
He can't persuade his heart to wed the maid 
Without your Jeave, and that he fears to ask. 
In perfect tenderness I urg'd him to it. 
Knowing the deadly sicknes^ of his heart. 
Your overflowing goodness to your friend, 
Your wisdom, and despair yourself to wed her, 
I wrung a promise ffom him he would try : 
And now I come, a mutual friend to both. 
Without his privacy, to let you know it, 
And to prepare vou kindly to receive him. 

Car, Ha ! if &e weds I am undone indeed ; 
Not Don Alvarez' self can then relieve me. 

Zan, Alas, my lord, you know his heart is steel ; 
Tis fix'd*, 'tis past, 'tis absolute despair. 

Car, O, cruel Heaven ! and is it hot enough 
That I must never, never see. her more : 
Ask my consent ! — Must I then give her to him ? 
Lead to his nuptial sheets the blushing maid ? 
Oh !— Leonora ! never-, never, never ! 

Zan. A storm of plagues upon him ! he refuses. 

[Aside. 

Carn What, wed her ? — and to-day \ 

Zan, To-day, or never. 
To-morrow may some wealthier lover bring. 
And then Alonzo is thrown out like you : 
Then whom shall he condemn for his misfortune? 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love. 

Car. O, torment ! whither shall I turn i 

Zan, To peace. 

Car, Which is the way ? 



t6 THE REVENGE. [aCT IL 

Zan. His happiness is yours 
I dare not disbelieve you. 

Car, Kill my friend ! 

Or worse Alas ! and can there be a worse ? 

A worse there is ; nor can my nature bear it. 

Zan, Ypu have convinced me 'tis a dreadful task. 
I find Aloneo's quitting her this morning 
For Carlos' sake, in tenderness to you, 
Betray'd me to believe it less severe 
Than I perceive it is. 

Car. Thou dost upbraid me. 

Zan. No, ray good lord, but since you can't com- 
ply, . ' 
Tis my misfortune, that I mention'd it ; 

For had I not, Alonzo would indeed 
Have dy'd, as now, but not by your decree. 

Car. By my decree ! do I decree his death ? 

I do shall I then lead her to his arms ? 

O, which side shall I take ? Be stabb'd, or — stab ? 

'Tis equal death ! a choice of agonies ! 

Go, Zanga, go, defer the dreadful trial, 

Tho' but a day ; something, perchance, may happen 

To sqften all to friendship and to love. 

Go, stop my friend, let me not see him now ; 

But liave us from an interview of death. 

Zan, My lord, Tm bound in duty to obey you — 
If I not bring him, may Alonzo prosper. 

[Aside, and exit. 

Car. What is this world ? — ^Thy school, O, mi- 
sery ! 
Our only lesson is to learn to suffer ; 
And he, who knows not that, was born for nothing. 
Tho' deep my pangs, and heavy at my heart, 
My comfort is, each moment takes away 
A grain, at least, from the dead load that's on me, 
And gives a nearer prospect of the grave. 

Biit put it most severely should I live 

Live long Alas, there is no length in time ! 
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Nor in thy time, O, man ! — What's fourscore yean ? 

Nay, what, indeed, the age of time itself. 

Since cut from out eternity's wide round ? 

Yet Leonora she can make time long, 

Its nature alter, as she altered mine. 
While in the lustre of her charms I lay, 
Whole summer suns roll'd unperceiv'd away ; 
I years for days, and days for moments told, 
And was surprised to hear, that I grew old. 
Now fate does rigidly its dues regain, 
And every moment is an age of pain. 

Enter Zaxga and Don Alonzo. — Zanoa stop$ 

Don Carlos. ' . 

Zan, Is this Don Carlos ? this the hoasted friend ? 
How can you turn you back upon his sadhess? 
Look on him, and then leave him if you can, 
Whose sorrows thus depress him ? Not his own : 
This moment he could wed without your leave. 

Car. I cannot yield ; nor can I bear his griefs. 
Alonzo ! [Going to him, and taking his Hand. 

AUm, O, Carlos ! 
Car, Pray forbear. 

AUm. Art thou undone, and shall Alonzo smile ? 
Alonzo, who, perhaps, in some degree 
Contributed to cause thy dreadful fate ? 
I was deputed guardian of thy love ; 
But, O, I lov'd myself ! Pour down afflictions 
On this devoted head ; make me your mark ; 
And be the world by my example taught, 
How sacre>l it should hold the name of friend. 

Car, You charge yourself unjustly ; 
/fhe crime was mine, 
^ho plac'd thee there, where only thou could'st fail. 
Alon, You cast in shades the failure of a friend, 
id soften all ; but think not you deceive me ; 
low my guilt, and I implore your pardon, 

d2 
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As the sole glimpse I can obtain of peace. 

Ccu: Pardon for him, who but this morning threw 
Fair Leonora from his heart, all bath*d 
In ceaseless tears, and blushing for her love ! 
Yes 'twas in thee, thro' fondness for thy friend. 
To shut thy bosom against ecstacies ; 
For which, while this pulse beats it beats to thee ; 
While this blood flows, it flows for my Alonzo, 
And every wish is levell'd at thy joy. 

Zan, [To Alonzo.] My lord, my lord, this is your 
time to speak. 

Aim. [jTo Zano A.] Because he's kind? It therefore 
is the worst ; 
Do I not see him quite possess'd with anguish, 
And shall I pour in new i No fond desire, 
No love ; one pang at parting, and farewell. 
I have no other love but Carlos now. 

Car, Alas ! my friend, why with such eager grasp 
post press my hand ? 

Alon, If after death, our forms 
Shall be transparent, naked every thought, 
And friends meet friends, and read each other's 

hearts, 
Thoult know one dayt that tKou wast held most dear. 
Farewell. 

Car, Alonzo, stay— i^be cannot speak— ^ [Holdi kim» 
Lest it should grieve me-^Shall I be outdone ? 
And lose in glory, as I lose in love ? [Ande* 

I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 
You think so meanly of me, not to speak. 
When well I know your heart is near to bursting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you? 
Your smallest friendship's liberty and life. 

Ahn, There, there it is, my friend, it cats mt 
there. 
How dreadful is it to a generous mind 
To asky when sure be amnot be ien/i I 
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Car. How greatly thought ! In all he towers above 
me. [Aiide. 

Then you confess you would ask something of me ? 
. Alon, No, on my soul. 

Zan. [To Alonzo.] Then lose her. 

Car. Glorious spirit ! 
Why, what a pang has he run through for this ! 
By Heaven, i envy him his agonies. 
Why was not mine the most illustrious lot, 
Of starting at one action from below. 
And flaming up into consummate greatness ? 

Ha ! angels strengthen me ! — It shall be so 

My Alonzo I 

Since thy great soul disdains to make request. 

Receive with favour that I make to thee. 

Alon. What means my Carlos } 

Car. Pray, observe me well. 
Fate and AWarez tore her from my heart, 
And plucking up my love, they had well nigh 
Pluck'd up life too, for they w<?re twin'd together. 
Of that no more — What now does reason bid ? 
I cannot wed — Farewell my happinos I 
But, O my soul, with care provide for hers ! 
In life, how weak, how helpless is woman ! 
Soon hurt ; in happiness itself unsafe ; 
So properly the object of affliction. 
That Heaven is pleas'd to make distress become her, 
And dresses her most amiably in tears. 
Take then my heart in dowry with the fair. 
Be thou her guardian, and thou must be mine. 
Shut out the thousand pressing ills of life 
With thy surrounding arms — Do this, and then 
Set down the liberty and life thou gaVst me, 
As little things, as essays of thy goodness, 
And rudiments of friendship so divine. 

Ahn. There is a grandeur in thy goodness to me, 
Which with thy foes would render thee ador'd. 
And canst thou, canst thou part with Leonora i 

D 3 
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Car. I do not part with her, I give her thee. 
Alon. Carlos! 
But think not words were ever made I 

For such occasions. Silence, tears, embraces, , 

Are languid eloquence; 111 seek relief 
In absence, from the pain of so much goodness, . 
There thank the blest above, thy sole superiors^ 
Adore, and raise my thoughts of them by thee. 

[Ent. 
Zan. Thus far success has crown'd my boldest 
hope. 
My next care is to hasten these new nuptials. 
And then my master-works begin to play. [Aside* 
Why, this was greatly done, without one sigh 

\To Ca&los. 
To carry such a glory U> its period. 

Car. Too soon thou praisest me. He's gone, and 
now 
I must unsluice my overburdened heart. 
And let it flow. I would not grieve my friend 
With tears ;. nor interrupt my great design ; 
Great sure as ever human breast durst think of. 
But now my sorrows, long with pain suppress'd, 
Buret their confinement with impetuous iSway, 
(yerswell all bounds, and bear e'en life away : 
So till the day was won, the Greek renown'd 
With anguish wore the arrow in his wound. 
Then drew the shaft from out his tortured side. 
Let gush the torrent of his blood, and dy'd. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 



Another Apartment in the Palace* 

Enter Zanga and Isabella. 

Zdn, O Joy, thou welcome stranger ! twice tbret 
years 
I have not felt thy vital beam ; but now 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart. 
My Isabella ! 

Isa. What commands my Moor ? - 

Zan, My fair ally ! my lovely minister ! 
'Twas well Alvarez, by my arts impelFd, 
(To plunge Don Carlos in the last despair, 
And so prevent all future molestation) 
Finished the nuptials soon as he resolv'd them; 
This conduct ripen'd all for me, and rum. 
Scarce had the priest the holy rite performed, 
When I, by sacred inspiration, forg'd 
That letter, which I trusted to thy hand ; 
That letter, which in glowing terms conveys, 
From happy Carlos to fair Leonora 
The most profound acknowledgment of heart, 
For wond'rous transports, which he never knew, 
lliis is a good subservient artifice, 
To aid the nobler workings of my brain. 

lea, I quickly dropp'd it^in the bride's apartment. 
As you commanded. 



9Z THE RZTENftE. [aCT III. 

Zan. With a lucky hand ; 
For soon Alonzo found it; I observ'd him 
From out my secret stand. He took it up ; 
But scarc^ was it unfolded to his sight, 
Whon be, as if an arrow pierc'd his eye, 
Started, and trembling droppM it on the ground. 
Pale and aghast awhile my victim stood, 
Disguis*d a sigh or two, and pufTd them from him ; . 
Then rubVd his brow, and took it up again. 
At first he look'd as if he meant to read it ; 
But check'd by rising fears, he crush'd it thus. 
And thrust it, like an adder, in his bosom. 

Isa. But if he read it not, it cannot sting him. 
At least not mortally. 

Zan, At first I thought so ; 
But farther thought informs me otherwise, 
And turns this disappointment to account. 
He more shall credit it, because un$een, 
(If 'tis unseen) as thou anon may'st find. 

Isa. That would indeed commend my Zanga's 
skill. 

Zan. This, Isabella, is Don Carlos* picture ; 
Take it, and so dispose of it, that found, 
It may rise up a witness of her love ; 
Under her pillow, in her cabinet. 
Or elsewhere, as shall best promote our end. 

Isa. ril weigh it as its consequence requires. 
Then do my utmost to deserve your smile. [Exit. 

Zan, Is that Alonzo prostrate on the ground ? 

Now he starts up like flame from sleeping embers, 
And wild distraction glares from either eye. 
If thus a slight surmise can work his soul, 
How will the fulness of the tempest tear him ? 

Enter Don Alonzo. 

Alon. And yet it cannot be 1 am deceiv'd— 

I injure her: she wears the face of Heaven. 

Zan. He doubts. # [Aside. 
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AUm. I dare not look on this again. 
If the first glance, which gave suspicion only. 
Had such effect, so smote my heart and brain, 
The certainty would dash me all in pieces. 
It cannot Ha ! jt must, it must be true. [Starts. 

Zan, Hold there, and we succeed.-T-He has de- 
scry'd me. 
ril seem to go, to make my stay more sure. [Aside* 

AUm, Hold, Zanga, turn, 

Zan. My lord ! 

AUm* Shut close the doors^ 
That not a spirit find an entrance here. 

Zan. My lord's obey'd. 

AUm. I see, that thou art frighted. 
If thou dost love me, I shall fill thy heart 
With scorpions' stings. . 

Zan. If I do love, my lord ? 

Ahn. Come near me, let me rest upon thy bo* 
Som; 
(What pillow like the bosom of a friend ?) 
For I am sick at heart, 

Zan. Speak, sir, O speak. 
And take me from the rack. 

Alon, I am most happy : mine is victory, 
Mine the king's favour, mine the nation's shout, 
And great men make their fortunes of my smiles. 

curse of curses ! in the lap of blessing 
To be most curst ! My Leonora's fiilse ! 

Zan. Save me, my lord ! 

Alwi. My Leonora's false ! [Gives hm the Letter., 

Zan. Then Heaven has lost its image here on earth. 

[While Zanga reads the Letter, he trembles^ 

and shows the utmost Concern. 

■ Alon. Goodnatur'd man ! he makes my pains his 

own. 

1 durst not read it ; but I read it now 
In thy concern. 

Zan. Did you not read it theti? 
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Al(m. Mine eye just touched it, and could bear no 

more. 
Zan. Thus perish all, that gives Alonzo pain ! 

\Tears the Letter. 
Ahn. Why didst thou tear it ? 
Zan, Think of it no more. 
Twas your mistake, and groundless arc your fears. 

Akm, And didst thou tremble then for my mistake ? 
Or give the whole contents, or, by the pangs 
That feed upon my heart, thy life's in danger. 

Zan. Is this Alonzo's language to his Zanga } 
Draw forth your sword, and find the secret here. 
For whose sake is it, think you, I conceal it ? 
Wherefore this rage ? Because I seek your peace ? 
I have no interest in suppressing it, 
But what goodnatur'd tenderness for you 
Obliges me to have. Not mine the heart 
That will be rent in two. Not mine the fame 
That will be damn'd, though all the world should 
know it. 
Alon, Then my worst fears are true, and life is 

past, 
Zan. What has the rashness of my passion utter*d ? 
I know not wha t but grant I did confess, 
What is a letter ? letters may be forg'd. 
For Heav'n's sweet sake, my lord, lift up your heart. 

Some foe to your repose 

Alon. So, Heaven look on me. 
As I can't find the man I have offended. 

Zan. Indeed! [Aside.'\ Our innocence is not 

our shield : 
They take offence, who have not been offended ; 
They seek our ruin too, who speak us fair, 
And death is often ambush'd in their smiles. 
We know not whom we have to fear. 'Tis certain 
A letter may be forg'd, and in a point 
Of such a dreadful consequence as this, 
One would rely on nought that might h% false 
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Think, have you any other cause to doubt her ? 
Away, you can find none. Resume your spirit ; 
All's well again. 

Alon, O that it were ! 
Zan. It is; 
For who would credit that, which credited, , 
Makes hell superfluous by superior pains, 
Without such proofs as cannot be withstood ; 
Has she not ever been to virtue train'd ? 
Is not her fame as spotless as the sun, 
Her sex's envy, and the boast of Spain ? 

AUm, O, Zanga ! it is that confounds me most. 
That full in opposition to appearance-*—- 

Zan, No more, my lord, for you condemn your- 
self. 
What is absurdity, but to believe 

Against appearance ! You can't yet, I find, 

Subdue your passion to your better sense ; 

And, truth to tell, it does not much displease me. 
'Tis fit our indiscretions should be check'd 
With some degree of pain. 
Alon, What indiscretion ? 

Zan. Come, yo\k must bear to hear your faults 
from me. 
Had you not sent Don Carlos to the court. 
The night before the battle, that foul slave, 
Who forg'd the senseless scroll, which gives you pain^ 
Had wanted footing for his villainy. 
Alon» I sent him not. 

Zan. Not send him ! — Ha 1 — ^TTiat strikes me. 
I thought he came on message to the king. 
Is there another cause could justify 
His shunning danger, and the promised fight ? 
But I perhaps may think too rigidly ; 

So long in absence, and impatient love 

Alon. In my confusion, that had quite escap'd me. 
Tis clear as day — for Carlos is so brave, 
He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger, 
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And is enamour'd of the face of death.' 

How then could he decline the next day^s battle, 

Bijt for the transports !— Oh, it must be so ! 

Inhuman ! by the loss of his own honour. 
To buy the ruin of his friend ! 

Zan» You wrong him; 
He knew not of your love. 

Alon. Ha! 

Zan. That stings home. [Aside. 

Alon. Indeed, he knew not of my treacherous 
lov e 
Proo£i rise on proofs, and still the last the strongest. 
Th'eternal law of things declares it true. 
Which calls for judgment on distinguished guilt, 
And loves to make our crime our punishment. 
Love is my torture, love was first my crime ; 
For she was his, my friend's, and he (O, horror !) 
Confided all in me. O, sacred faith ! 
How dearly I abide thy violation ! 

Zan. Were then their loves far gone ? 

Alon, The father's will 
There bore a total sway ; and he, as soon 
As news arriv'd that Carlos' fleet was seen 
From off our coast, fir^d with the love of gold^ 
Determined, that the very sun, which saw 
Carlos' return, should see his daughter wed. . 

Zan, Indeed, my lord ; then you must pardon me,. 
If I presume to mitigate the crime. 
Consider, strong allurements soften guilt ; 
Long was his absence, ardent was his love. 
At midnight his return, the next day destin'd 
For his espousals — ^'twas a strong temptation. 

Ahn. Temptation! « 

Zan. Twas but gaining of one night. 

Alon. One night ! 

Zan. That crime could ne'er return again. 

Jhn* Again! By Heaven, thou dost insult thy 
lord. 

I 
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Temptation ! One night gain'd ! O stings and death ! 
And am I then undone? Alas, my Zanga ! 
And dost thou own it too ? Deny it still, 
' And rescue me one moment from distraction. 

Z{m. My lord, I hope the best. 

Ahn, False, foolish hope, 
And insolent to me ! Thou know'st it false; 
It is as glaring as the noontide sun. 
Devil ! — This morning, after three years coldness, 
To rush at once into a passion for me ! 
Twas time to feign, 'twas time to get another, 
When her idrst fool was sated with her beauties. 

Zan. What says my lord ? Did Leonora then 
Never before disclose her passion for you ? 

j4lon. Never, 

Zan, Throughout the whole three years ? 

Alon, O never ! never ! 
Why, Zanga, shouldst thou strive ? 'Tis all in vain : 
Tho' thy soul labours, it can find no reed 
For hope to catch at. Ah ! Tm plunging down 
Ten thousand thousand fathoms in despair. 

Zan, Hold, sir, I'll break your fall — Wave ev'ry 
fear, 
And be a man again — Had he enjoy'd her. 
Be most assur'd, he had resign'd her to you 
With less reluctance. 

Alon, Ha ! Resign her to me ! 

Resign her I —Who resign'd her? — Double death ! 
How could I doubt so long ? My heart is broke. 
First love her to distraction ! then resign her ! 

Zan, But vras it not with utmost agony ? 

Ahn. Grant that, he still resign'd her; that's 
enough. 
Would he |lluck out his eye to give it me ? 

Tear out his heart? She was his heart no raort— ■ 

Nor was it with reluctance he resign'd her ; 
By Heav'n, he ask'd, he courted me to wed. 
J thX)ught it strange ; 'tis now no longer to. 
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Zan* Was't his request? Are you right sure of 
that? 
I fear the letter was not all a tale. 

Alon^ A tale ! There's proof equivalent to sight. 

Zan. I should distrust my sight on this occasion. 

Ahn. And so should I; by Heaven, I think I 
should. 
What ! Leonora, the divine, by whom 
We guess'd at angels ! Oh ! I'm all confusion ! 

Zan. You now are too much ruffled to think 
clearly. 
Since bliss and horror, life and death hang on it; 
Go to your chamber, there maturely weigh 
Each circumstance ; consider, above all, 
That it is jealousy's peculiar nature 
To swell small things to great; nay, out of nought 
To conjure much, and then to lose its reason 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has form'd. 

Jlon. Had I ten thousand lives, I'd give them all 
To be deceiv'd. I fear 'tis doomsday with me. 
And yet she seem'd so pure, that I thought Heaven 
Borrow'd her form for virtue's self to wear, 
To gain her lovers with the sons of men. 
O, Leonora! Leonora! [Exit. 

Enter Isabella. 

Zan. Thus far it works auspiciously. My pa- 
tient 
Thrives underneath my hand in misery. 
He's gone to think ; that is, to be distracted. 

Isa. 1 overheard your conference, and saw you. 
To my amazement, tear the letter. 

Zan. There, ^ 

There, Isabella, I outdid myself. 
For, tearing it, I not secure it only 
In its first force ; but superadd a new. 
For after tearing it, as loth to show 
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The foul contents, if I should swear it now 
A forgery, my lord would disbelieve me, 
Nay, more, would disbelieve the more I swore. 
But is the picture happily dispos'd of? 

Isa, It is. 

Zan. That's well ! [Exit Isabella.] Ah! what is 
well ? O pang to think ! 
O dire necessity ! is this my province ? 
Whither, my soul ! ah ! whither art thou sunk 
Beneath thy sphere? Erewhilo, far, far above 
Such little arts, dissembling, falsehoods, frauds, 
The trash of villainy itself, which falls 
To cowards, and poor wretches wanting bread. 
Does this become a soldier? This become, 
Whom armies followed, and a people lov'd ? 
My martial glory withers at the thought. 
But great my end ; and since there are no other, 
These means are just, they shine with borrowed light, 
Illustrious from the purpose they pursue. 

And greater sure my merit, who, to gain 

A point sublime, can such a task sustain ; 

To wade thro' ways obscene, my honour bend. 

And shock my nature, to attain my end. 

Late time shall wonder; that my joys will raise ; 

For wonder is involuntary praise. [Exit^ 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 

Another Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter DoK Alonzo and Zakoa. 

Alon. Oh, what a pain to think! when every 
thought, 
Perplexing thought, in intricacies runs, 
And reason knits th' inextricable toil, 
In which herself is taken ! 
No more I'll bear this battle of the mind. 
This inward anarchy ; but find my wife, 
And to her trembling heart presenting death, 
Force all the secret from her. 
^ Zan, O, forbear ! 
You totter on the very brink of ruin. 

Alon, What dost thou mean ? 

Zan, That will discover all, 
And kill my hopes. What can I think or do ? 

[Aside. 

Alon. What dost thou murmur ? 

Zan. Force the secret from her ? 
What's perjury to such a crime as this? 
Will she confess it then ? O, groundless hope ! 
But rest assur'd, she'll make this accusation, 
Or false or true, your ruin with the king ; 
Such is her fathers power. 
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Al(yn, No more, I care not ; 
Rather than groan beneath this load, I'll die. 

Zan, But for what better will you change this 
load ? 
Grant you should know it, would not that be worse ? 

Alon, No, it would cure me of my mortal pangs : 
By hatred and contempt I should despise her. 
And all my love-bred agonies would vanish. 

Zan. Ah ! were I sure of that, my lord 

Alon. What then ? 

Zan^ You should not hazard life to gain the se- 
cret. 

Al(m. What dost thou mean ? Thou know'st Fm 
on the rack, 
III not be pla/d with ; speak, if thou hast aught. 
Or I this instant fly to Leonora. 

Zan, That is, to death. My lord, I am not yet 
Quite so far gone in guilt to suffer it, 
Tho' gone too far, Heaven knows — TTis I am guilty — 
I have ta'en pains, as you, I know, observed. 
To hinder you from diving in the secret. 
And tum'd aside your thoughts from the detection* 

Alon. Thou dost confound me. 

Zan. I confound myself. 
And frankly own it, tho' to my shame I own it : 
Nought but your life in danger could have tonv 
The secret out, and made me own my crime. 

Alon. Speak quickly; Zanga, speak. 

Zan. Not yet, dread sir : 
First, I must be convinced, that, if you find 
The fair one guilty, scorn, as you assured me, 
Shall conquer love and rage, and heal your soul. 

Alon. O 'twill, by Heaven. 

Zan. Alas ! I fear it much, 
And scarce can hope so far ; but I of this 
Exact your solemn oath, that you'll abstain 
From all self-violence, and save my lord. 

Alon, I trebly swear* 
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Zan. You'll bear it like a man ? 

Alon, A god. 

Zan, Such have you been to me, these tears con- 
fess it. 
And pour'd forth miracles of kindness on me ; 
And what amends is now within my power, 
But to confess, expose myself to justice, 
And as a blessing claim my punishment. 
Know then, Don Carlos 

Alon, Oh ! 

Zan. You cannot bear it. 

Ahn. Go on, Til have it, though it blast man* 
kind; 
ril have it all, and instantly. Go on. 

Zan^ Don Carlos did return at dead of night <• 



Enter Leonora. 

Leon, My Lord Alonzo, you are absent from us, 
And quite undo oqr joy. 

Aim, I'll come, my love : 
Be not our friends deserted by us both ; 
ni follow you this moment. 

Leon, My good lord, 
I do observe severity of thought 
Upon your brow. Aught hear you from the moors ? 

A^on. No, my delight, 

Leon. What then employ'd your mind ? 

Alon, Thou, love, and only thou ; so Heaven be- 
friend me, 
As other thought can find no entrance here. 

Leon. How good in you, my lord, whom nations* 
cares 
Solicit, and a world in arms obeys. 
To drop one thought on me ! 

[He shows the utmost Impatience^ 

Alon, Know then, to thy comfort, 
Thou hast me all, my throbbing heart is full 
With thee alone, IVe thought ot nothing elsa ; 
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Nor shall, I from my soul believe, till death. 
My life, our friends expect thee. 

Leon. I obey. [Exit. 

. Alon. Is that the face of curs'd hypocrisy ? 
If she is guilty, stars are made of darkness, 

And beauty snail no more belong to Heaven 

Don Carlos did return at dead of night 

Proceed, good Zanga, so thy tale began. 

Zan, Don Carlos did return at dead of night; 
That night, by chance (ill chance for me) did I 
Command the watch that guards the palace gate. 
He told me he had letters for the King, 
Despatched from you. 

Ahn. The villain ly'd ! 

Zan^ My lord, 

1 pray, forbear ^Transported at his sight^ 

After so long a bondage, and your friend, 
(Who could suspect him of an artifice ?) 
No farther I inquired, but let him pass. 
False to my trust, at least imprudent in it. 
Our watch relieved, I went into the garden. 
As is my custom when the night's serene, 
And took a moonlight walk : when soon I heard 
A rustling in an arbour that was near me. 
I saw two lovers in each other's arms. 
Embracing and embraced. Anon the man 
Arose, and falling back some paces from her, 
Gaz'd ardently awhile, then rush*d at once, 
And throwing all himself into her bosom. 
There softly sigh'd ! " O, night of ecstacy ! 
When shall we meet again ?''— ^Don Carlos then 
Led Leonora forth. 

Alon. Oh 1 O, my heart ! [He sinks into a Chair, 

Zan. Groan on, and with the sound refresh my 
soul 1 
*ris thro' his brain, his eyeballs roll in anguish, 

[Aside. 
My lord, my lord, why will you rack my 50ul ? 



44 THE KBTENGB. [aCT IY. 

Speak to me, let me know, that you still live. 

I'm your own Zanga, 

So lov'd, so cherish'd, and so faithful to ybu.- 



Rise, sir, for honour's sake. Why should the mbor^ 
Why should the vanquished triumph ? 

AUm, Oh, she was all ! 

My fame, my friendship, and my love of arms, 

All stoop'd to her, my blood was her possession. 

Deep in the secret foldings of my heart 

She liv'd with life, and far the dearer she. 

To think on't is the torment of the damn'd ; 

And not to think on't is impossible. 

How fair the cheek, that first alarm'd my soul ! 

How bright' the eye, that set it in a flame ! 

How soft the breast, on which I laid my peace 

For years to slumber, unawak'd by care ! 

How fierce the transport! how sublime the bliss { - 

How deep, how black, the horror and despair ! 

Zan, You said you'd bear it like a man. 

Aim* I do. . 
Am I not almost distracted ? 

Zan, Pray, be calm. 

Alon. As hurricanes: — be thou assur'd of that.. 

Zan, Is this the wise Alonzo ? 

AUm, Villain, no ! 
He dy'd in the arbour — ^he ^as murder'd there ! 
I am his demon though My wife! — my wife ! — 

Zan, He weeps, — he weeps. [Asides 

Aim, O, villain, villain, most accurs'd ! 
If thou didst know it, why didst let me wed } 

ZaUf Hear me, my lord, your anger will abate* 
i knew it not : — I saw them in the garden ; 
But saw no more than you might well expect 
To see in lovers destin'd for each other. 
Who could suspect fair Leonora's virtue, 
Trill after-proofs conspir'd to blacken it ? 
Sad proofs, which came too late, which broke not 
out, 
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(Eternal curses on Alvarez' haste !) 
Till holy rites had made the wanton yours ; 
And then, I own, I laboured to conceal it, 
In duty, and compassion to your peace. 

Alon, Live now, be damn'd hereafter — for I want 
thee. 

** O, night of ecstacy !" Ha \ was't not so ? 

I will enjoy this murder. — Let me think 

The jasmine bower — 'tis secret and remote : 
Go wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 

[Exit Zanga. 
How the sweet sound still sings within my ear ! 
** When shall we meet again ?" ^To-night, in hell. 

Enter Leonora. 

Ha ! I'm surprised ! I stagger at her charms ! 

Leon, My lord, excuse me ; see, a second time 
I come in embassy from all your friends, 
Whose joys are languid, uninspir'd by you. 

Alon. This moment, Leonora, I was coming ] 

To thee, and all but sure, or I mistake, 

Or thou canst well inspire my friends with joy. Oh ! 

Leon, Why sighs my lord ? 

Aton^ I sigh'd not, Leonora. 

Leon, I thought you did; your sighs are mine, 
my lord, 
And I shall feel them all. 

AUm, Dost flatter me ? 

Leon, If my regards for you are flattery. 
Full far indeed I stretch'd'the compliment 
In this day's solemn rite. 

Alon. What rite ? 

Leon, You sport me. 

Aim, Indeed I do ; my heart is full of mirth. 

Leon, And so is mine 1 look on cheerfulness, 

As on the health of virtue. 

Alon, Virtue! Damn 

Leon, What says my lord ? . 
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Alon. Thou art exceeding fair. 

Ijcoh, Beauty alone is but of little worth ; 
But when the soul and body of a piece, 
Both shine alike, then they obtain a price, 
And are a fit reward for gallant actions, 
Heaven's pay on earth for such great souls as 

yours ; — 
If fair and innocent, I am your due. 

Alon. Innocent ! [Aside. 

Leon, How — My lord I interrupt you. 

Aion, No, my best life, I must not part with thee ; 

This hand is mine O, what a hand is here ! 

So soft, souls sink into it, and are lost ! 

Leon, In tears, my lord ? 

Alon, What less can speak my joy ! 
Why, I could gaze upon thy looks for ever, 
'And drink in all my being from thine eyes: 
And I could snatch a flaming thunderbolt, , 

And hurl destruction 

Leon. My lord, you fright me. 
Is this the fondness of your nuptial hour ? 
Why, when I woo your hand, is it den3r'd me ? 
Your very eyes, why are they taught to shun me? 
Acquaint me with the secret of your heart. 
That heart which 1 have purchas'd with my own? 
Lay it before me then ; it is my due. 
Unkind Alonzo! though I might demand it. 
Behold I kneel ! See, Leonora kneels ! 
The bride foregoes the homage of her day. 
And deigns to be a beggar for her own ! 

[Takes his Hand, 
Speak then, I charge you speak, or I expire. 
And load you with my death. My lord — my lord ! 

Alon. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

[He breaks from her, and she sinks upon the Floor. 

Leon, Are these the joys, which fondly I con- 
ceiv'd ? 
And is it thus a wedded life begins ? 
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What did I part with, when I gave my heart f 

The maid, that love:$, 

Goes out to sea upon a shattered pTank, 

And puts her trust in miracles for safety. [Rises. 

Where shall I sigh ? — ^where pour out my complaints f 

He that should hear, should succour, should redress^ 

He is the source of all. 

Alon. Go to thy chamber ; 
I soon will follow ; that, which now disturbs thee, 
Shall be cleared up, and thou shalt not condemn me. 

[Rvit Leon, 
O how like innocence she looks ! — What, stab her ! 
And rush into her blood ! ■ I never can ! 
Mine is the guilt — mine — to supplant my friend. — 
How then? Why thus no more ; it is determined. 

Enter Za'sqa^ 

Zan. I fear his heart has fail'd him. She must 
die. 
Can I not rouse the snake that's in his bosom, 
To sting our human nature, and effect it ? [Aside ^ 

Ahn. This vast and solid earth, that blazing sun. 
Those skies, through which it rolls, must all have end. 
What then is man ? the smallest part of nothing. 
Day buries day, month month, and year the year, 
Our life is but a chain of many deaths; 
Can then death's self be fear'd ? our life much rather. 
Life is the desert, life the solitude, 
Death joins us to the great majority : 
Tis to be borne to Plato's, and to Caesars ; 
TTis to be great for ever ; 
'Tis pleasure, 'tis ambition then to die. 

Zan. I think, my lord, you talk'd of death. 

Ahn. I did. 

Zan. 1 give you joy, then Leonora's dead. 

Ahn. No Zanga, the greatest guilt is mine. 
Who might have mark'd his tameness to resign her; 
Who might have mftrk'd her fuddei) turn of iova ; 
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These, And a thousand tokens more ; and yet, 
For which the saints absolve my soul, did wed. 

Zan. Whither tends this ? 

Alon. To shed a wpman's blood 
Would stain my sword, and make my wars inglo* 

rious ; 
But just resentment to myself, bears in it 
A stamp of greatness above vulgar minds. 
He, who, superior to the checks of nature. 
Dares make his life the victim of his reason. 
Does in some sort that reason deify. 
And take a flight at heaven. 

Zan. Alas, my lord, 
Tis not your reason, but her beauty finds 
Those arguments, and throws you on your sword. 
You cannot close an eye, that is so bright, 
You cannot strike a breast, that is so soft, 
That has ten thousand ecstacies in store 
For Carlos ? No, my lord, I mean for you. 

Alon, O, through my heart and marrow ! Pr'ythce 
spare me : 
Kor more upbraid the weakness of thy lord. 
I own, I tr/d, I quarell'd with my heart. 
And push'd it on, and bid it give her death ; 
But, oh, her eyes struck first, and murder'd me. 

Zan. I know not what to answer to my lord. 
Hen are but men ; we did not make ourselves. 
Farewell then, my best lord, since you must die. 
Oh, that I were to share your monument. 
And in eternal darkness close these eyes. 
Against those scenes, which I am doom'd to suffer ! 

Alon. What dost thou mean } 

Zan* And is it then unknown ? ^ 

Oh, grief of heart, to think that you should ask it ! 
Sure you distrust that ardent love I bear you, 

Else could you doubt when you are laid in dust 

But it will cut my poor heart through and through^ 
To see those revel on your sacred tomb, 
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Who brought you thither by their lawless loves. 

For there theyll revel, and exult to find 

Him sleep so fast, who else might mar their joys. 

Alon. Distraction ! But Don Carlos, well thou 

know'st. 
Is sheath'd in steel, and bent on other thoughts. 

Zan. Yes, till the fever of his blood returns. 
While her last kiss still glows upon his cheek. 
But when he finds Alonzo is no more, 
How will he rush like lightning to her arms ! 
There sigh, there languish, there pour out his soul ; 

But not in grief sad obsequies to thee ! 

But thou wilt be at peace, nor see, nor hear 
The burning kiss, the sigh of ecstacy. 
Their throbbing hearts that jostle one another : 
Thank Heaven, these torments will be all my own. 

Alon. rU ease thee of that pain. Let Carlos die, 
Overtake him on the road, and see it done. 
Tis my command. [Gives his Signet, 

Zan. I dare not disobey. 

Alon, My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 

Zan, Ah, sir ! think, think again. Are all men 
buried 
In Carlos' grave ? You know not womankind. 
When once the throbbing of the heart has broke 
The modest zone, with which it first was ty'd, 
Each man she meets will be a Carlos to her. 

Ahn. That thought has more of hell than had the 
former ; 
Another, and another, and another ! * 
And each shall casta smile upon my tomb. 
I am convinced ; I must not, will not die. 

Zan, You cannot die; nor can you murder her. 
What then remains? In nature no third way. 
But to forget, and so to love again. 

Alon, Oh ! 

Zan, If you forget, the world will call you wise; 
If you forgive, the world will call you good : 
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If you receive her to your grace again, 
The world will call you, very, very kind. 

Alon. Zanga, I understand thee, well. She dies ; 
Though my arm trembles at the stroke, she dies. 

Zan. That's truly great^^iiVhat think youc'twas set up 
The Greek and Roman name in such a lustre. 
But doing right, in stern despite to nature, 
Shutting their ears to all her little cries. 
When great, august, and godlike justice calFd ? 
At Aulis one pour'd out a daughter's life, 
And gain'd more glory than by all his wars ; 
Another slew a sister in just rage ; 
A third, the theme of all succeeding times, 
Gave to the cruel axe a darling son. 
Nay more, for justice some devote themselves, 
As he at Carthage, an immortal name ! 
Yet there is one step left above them all. 
Above their history, above their fable, 

A wife, bride, mistress, unenjoy'd -do that. 

And tread upon the Greek and Roman glory. 

Alon, 'Tis done I Agaift new transports fire my 

brain : 
I had forgot it, 'tis my bridal night. 
Friend, give me joy, we must be gay together ; 
See^ that the festival be duly honour'd. 

And when with garlands the full bowl is crown'd, 
And music gives the elevating sound, 
And golden carpets spread the sacred floor, 
And a new day the blazing tapers pour. 
Thou, Zanga, thou my solemn friends invite, 
From the dark realms of everlasting night. 
Call Vengeance, call the furies, call Despair, 
And Death, our chief-invited guesl, be there ; 
He with pale hand shall lead the bride ,and spread 
Eternal curtains round her nuptial bed. [Exeunt. 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 



Another Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Alonzo. 

Alon. O pitiful ! O terrible to sight ! 
Poor mangled shade ! all cover'd o'er with wounds ; 

And so disguis'd with blood I Who murder'd 

thee ? 
Tell thy sad tale, and thou shalt be reveng'd. 
Ha ! Carlos ? — Horror ! Carlos ! — oh, away ! 
Go to thy grave, or let me sink to mine ; 

I cannot bear the sight — What sight? Where 

am I ? 
There's nothing here — 

Enter Zanoa, 

Is Carlos murder'd ? 

Zan. I obey'd your order. 
Six ruffians overtook him on the road ; 
He fought as he was wont, and four he slew. 
Then sunk beneath an hundred wounds to death. 
His last breath blest Alonzo, and desir'd 
His bones might rest near yours. 

Alon. O Zanga, Zanga ! 
But I'll not think : 
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It is a day of darkness, 

Of contradictions, and of many deaths. 

Where's Leonora then ? Quick, answer me : 

Vm deep in horrors, I'll be deeper still. 

I find thy artifice did take effect, 

And she forgives my late deportment to her. 

Zan. I told her, from your childhood you were 
wont, 
On any great surprise, but chiefly then, 
When cause of sorrow bore it company. 
To have your passion shake the seat of reason ; 
A momentary ill, which soon blew o'er, 
Then did I tell her of Don Carlos' death, 
(Wisely suppressing by what means he fell) 
And laid the blame on that. At first she doubted ; 
But such the honest artifice I us'd, 
Th&t she, at length, was fully satisfied. 
But what design you, sir, and how ? 

Alon, ril tell thee. 
Thus I've ordain'd it. In the jasmine bower. 
The place which she dishonoured with her guilt. 
There will I meet her ; the appointment's made ; 
And calmly spread (for I can do it now) 
The blackness of her crime before her sight, 
And then with all the cool solemnity 
Of public justice, give her to the grave, [£xif, 

Zan. Why get thee gone ! horror and night go ^vitli 
thee. 
Sisters of Acheron, go hand in hand, 
Go dance around the bovver, and close them in ; 
And tell them, that I sent you,to salute them. 
Profane the ground, and for th' ambrosial rose, 
And breath of jasmine, let hemlock blacken, 
And deadly nightshade poison, all the air. 
For the sweet nightingale may ravens croak. 
Toads, pant, and adders rustle through the leaves ; 
May serpents winding i|p the trees, let fall 
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Their hissing necks upon' them from above, 
^nd mingle kisses — such as I should give them. 

fExit. 



SCENE II. 

The Bower* — Leonora sleeping^ 

Enter Alonzo. 

Alan. Ye amaranths ! ye roses, like the morn ! 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange groves ! 
Are ye not blasted as I enter in ; 
Joy-giving, love-inspiring, holy bower ! 
Know, in thy fragrant bosom thou receiv'st 

A murderer ! [He advances,'] Ha ! she sleeps-^- 

The day's uncommon heat has overcome her. 
Then take, my longing eyes, your last full gaze. 
Oh, what a sight is here ! how dreadful fair ! 
Who would not think that being innocent ? 
Oh, my distracted heart !: — Oh, cruel Heaven ! 
To give such charms as these, and then call man. 
Mere man, to be your executioner! 
But see, she smiles ! I never shall smile more. 
It strongly tempts me to a parting kiss. 

[Going, he starts bc^k. 
Ha ! smile again ? She dreams of him she loves. 
Curse on her charms ! Til stab her through them all. 

[As he is going to strike, she wakes* 

Leon, My lord, your stay was long, and yonder lull 
Of falling viraters tempted me to rest. 
Dispirited with noon s excessive heat. 

Alon, Ye powers! with what an eye she mends the 
day! 
While they were clos'd 1 should have giv'n the blow. 

[Aside, 
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Leon. What says my lord } 

Alon, Why, this Alonzo says ; 
If love were endless, men were gods; 'tis that 
Does counterbalance travel, danger, pain- 



Tis Heaven's expedient to make mortals bear 
The light, and cheat them of the peaceful grave. 

Leon, Alas, my lord ! why talk you of the grave ? 
Your friend is dead : in friendship you sustain 
A mighty loss ; repair it with my love. 

Aim. Thy love, thou piece of witchcraft ! I would 
say. 
Thou brightest angel ! I could gaze for ever. 
Where hadst thou this ? enchantress, tell me where, 
Which with a touch works miracles, boils up 
My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain ? 
But, Oh, those eyes ! those murderers ! Oh, whence. 
Whence didst thou steal their burning orbs ? From 

heaven ? 
Thou didst ; and 'tis religion to adore them. 

Leon. My best Alonzo, moderate your thoughts. 
Extremes still fright me, though of love itself. 

Alon. Extremes indeed ! it hurried me away ; 

But I come home again — and now for justice 

And now for death It is impossible 

[Drcews his Dagger. 
I leave her to just Heaven. 

[Drops ike Dagger^ and exit. 

Xjeon. Ha ! a dagger ! 

Enter Zakga. ^ 

Zan. Wither his hand, that held the steel in vain ! 
That dagger found will cause her to inquire, — 
W^hat can be done ? That's something still. If not, 
'Tis all I can ; — it shall be so. [Asidfi. 

Leon, O, Zanga, I am sinking in my fears ! 
Alonzo dropped this dagger as he left me, 
And left me in a strange disorder too. 
-What can this mean ? Angels preserve his life ! 
3 
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Zan. Yours, madam, yours. 

J^on, What, Zanga, dost thou say ? 

Zan, Carry you goodness, then, to such extremes, 
So blinded to the faults of him you love^ 
That you perceive not he is jealous ? 

Leon. Heav'ns ! 
And yet a thousand things recur that swear it. 
Jealous ! it sickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Ungen'rous, groundless, weak, and insolent ! 
Why ? wherefore ? on what shadow of occasion ? 

how the great man lessens to my thought ! 
How could so mean a vice as jealousy, 
Live in a throng of such exalted virtues ? 

1 scorn, and hate ; yet love him, and adore. 
I cannot, will not, dare not, think it true, 

Till from himself I know it. . [Exit, 

Zan: This succeeds 
Just to my wish. Now she, with violence 
Upbraids him ; he, not doubting she is guilty, 
Rages no less ; and if on either side 
The waves run high, there still lives hope of ruin. 

Enter Alonzo, 



My lord 

Alon. O Zanga, hold ihy peace ! I am no coward ; 
But Heaven itself did hold my hand ; I felt it, 
By the well-being of ray soul, 1 did. 
I'll think of vengeance at another season. 

Zan, My lord, her guilt-r — 

Alon, Perdition on. thee, moor, 
For that one word ! 
I love her to distraction. 

If 'tis my shame, why, be it so 1 love ker j 

Nor can I help it ; 'tis imposed upon me ^ 
By some superior and resistless power. 
I could not hurt her to be lord of earth; 

r 
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It shocks my nature like a stroke from Heaven. 
But see, my Leonora comes — ^B^one. 

Enter Leonora. 

O seen for ever, yet for ever new ! 

The conquered thou dost conquer o'er again. 

Inflicting wound on wound. 

Leon, Alas, my lord ! 
What need of this to me ? 

Alon. Ha ! dost thou weep i 

Leon. Have I no cause ? 

Alon, If love is thy concern, 
Thou hast no cause : none ever lov'd like me. 
Oh, that this one embrace would last for ever ! 

Leon, These tears declare how much I taste the 

. joy 

Of being folded in your arms and heart ; 
My universe does lie within that space. 
'This dagger bore false witness. 

Alan, Ha, my dagger ! 
It rouses horrid images. Away, 
nAway with it ; and let us talk of love. 

Leon. It touches you. 

Alon. Let's talk of love. 

Leon. Of death ! 

Alon, As thou lov^st happiness 

Leon, Of murder! 

Alon, Then must I fly, for thy sake and my own. 
/ Leon. Nay, by my injuries, you first must hear me. 

Alon. Yet, yet dismiss me; I am all in flames. 

Leon. Who has most cause, you or myself ? What 
act 
Of my whole life encouraged you to this? 
Or of you3>pwn, what guilt has drawn it on you f 
You find me kind, and think me kind to all; 
The weak, ungenerous error of your sex^ 
4 
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He, that can stoop to harbour such a thought, 
Deserves to find it true. 

AUm, Oh, sex, sex, sex ! 
The language of you all. Ill fated woman ! 
Why wilt thou force me back into the gulf 
Of agonies, I had block'd up from thought ? . 
But, since tbou hast replung*d me in my torture, 
I will be satisfy'd.^ — Confess, confess, — 
Where did I find this picture ? 

Leon. Ha, Don Carlos ! 
By my best hopes, more welcome than thy own. 

Alon, I know it ; but is vice so very rank. 
That thou should'st dare to dash it in my face ? 
Nature is sick of thee, abandoned woman ! 

Leon. Repent. 

AUm. Is that for me ? 

Leon. Fall, ask my pardon. 

Alon, Astonishment! 

Leon. Dar'st thou persist to think I am dishonest? 

Al&iu I know thee so. 

Leon. This blow, then, to thy heart 

[She stabs herself y he endeavouring to prevent 
her. 

Alon. Hoa, Zanga ! Isabella ! boa ! she bleeds ! 
Descend ye blessed angels, to assist her ! 

Leon. This is the only way I would wound thee. 
Though most unjust. Now think me guilty stili. 

Enter Isabella. 

Alon. Bear her to instant help. The world to savt 

her! 
Leon. Unhappy man ! well may'st thou gaze and 
tremble : 
But fix thy terror and amazement right ; 
Not on my blood, but on thy own distraction. 
What hast thou done ? Whom censur'd ? — Leonora ! 
When thou hadst censur'd, thou wouldst save her 
life : 

J 2 
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inconsistent ! Should I live in shame ; 
Or stoop to any other means but this 

To assert my virtue ? No ; she, who disputes, 
Admits it possible she might be guilty. 
While aught but truth could be my inducement to it, 
While it might look like an excuse to thee, 

1 scorn d to vindicate my innocence : 

But now, 1 let thy rashnes» know, the wound, 
Which least I feel, is that my dagger made. 

[Isabella kads but Leonora. 

Alon. Ha ! was this woman guilty ? — And iF not — 

How my thoughts darken that way! Grant, kind 

Heaven, 
That she prove guilty ; or my being end. 
Js that my hope, then f 

Is it in man the sore distress to bear, 

When hope itself is blacken'd to despair. 

When all the bliss I pant for, is to gain 

In hell, a refuge from severer pain ? [Exit. 

Enter Zanga. 

Zan. How stands the great account 'twixt me and 

vengeance ? 
Though much is paid, yet still it owes me much. 

And I will not abate a single groan 

Ha ! that were well — but that were fatal too 

Why, be it so Revenge so truly great 

Would come too cheap, if bought with less than life. 
Come, death, come, hell, then ! 'tis resolv'd, 'tis 

done. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isa. Ah, Zanga, see me tremble ! Has not yet 
Thy cruel heart its fill ? — Poor Leonora 

Zan. Welters in blood, and gasps for her last 
breath. . 
What then ? We all must die. 
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Zfo. Alonzo ravesy 
And, in the tempest of his grief, has thrice 
Attempted on his life. At length disarm'd. 
He calls his friends, that save him, his wont foes : 
And importunes the skies for swift perdition. 
After a pause. 

He started up, and call'd aloud for Zanga, 
For Zanga rav'd ; and see, he seeks you here. 
To learn that truth, which most he dreads to know. 

Zan, Begone. Now, now, my soul, consummate all. 

[Esit Isabella. 

Enter Alonzo. 

Ahn, Oh, Zanga ! 

Zan. Do not tremble so ; but speak. 

Alon, I dare not. [Falis on him. 

Zan. You will drown me with your tears. 

Alon. Have I not cause ? 

Zan. As yet you have no cause. 

Ahn. Dost thou too rave ? 

Zan. Your anguish is to come : 
You much have been abus'd. 

Alon. Abus'd ! by whom ? 

Zan. To know were little comfort 

Aloti. O 'twere much ! 

Zan. Indeed ! 

Ahn. By Heaven ! Oh, give him to my fury ! 

Zan. Born for your use, I live byt to oblige you. 
Know, then, 'twas 1, 

Alon. Am I awake? 

Zan. For ever. 
Thy wife is guiltless — that's one transport to me; 
And I, I let thee know it — that's another. 
I urg'd Don Carlos to resign his mistress ; 
I forg'd .the letter ; I dispos'd the picture ;*— 
I hated, I despis'd, and I destroy. 
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Alon» Oh ! [Swoons, 

Zan. VVhy, this is well — why, this is blow for 
blow ! 
Where are you ? Crown me, shadow me with lau- 
rels. 
Ye spirits, which delight in just revenge! 
Let Europe and her pallid sons go weep; 
Let Afric and her hundred thrones rejoice : 
O, my dear countrymen, look down, and see 
■How I bestride your prostrate conqueror ! 
I tread on haughty Spain, and all her kings. 
But this is mercy, this is my indulgence ; 
'Tis peace, 'tis refuge from my indignation. 
I must awake him into horrors. Hoa ! 
Alonzo, hoa ! the moor is at the gate ! 
Awake, invincible, omnipotent! 
Thou, who dost all subdue. 
Alon, Inhuman slave ! 

Zan. FaU'n christian, thou mistak'st my character. 
Look on me. Who am I ? I know, thou say'st. 
The moor, a slave, an abject, beaten slave : 
(Eternal woes to him that made me so I) 
But look again. Has six years cruel bondage 
Extinguish*d majesty so far, that nought 
Shines here to give an awe of one above thee ? 
When the great moorish king, Abdallah, fell, 
Fell by thy hand accurs'd, I fought fast by him. 
His son, though, through his fondness, in disguise, 

Less to expose n^ to th' ambitious foe 

Ha! does it wake thee ? O'er my father's corse 

I stood astride, till I had clove thy crest ; 
And then was made the captive of a squadroQ, 

And sunk into thy servant But, Oh ! what, 

What were my wages ! Hear nor Heaven^ nor 

earth ! 
My wages were a blow ! by HeaveOi a blow ! 
And from a mortal hand ! 



SCENE II.] ' THE REVEKGE. 6l 

Alon. Oh, villain, villain ! 

Zfl«. All *8trife is vain. [Showing a Dagger, 

Alon. Is thus my love return'd ? 
Is this my recompense } Make friends of tigers ! 
Lay not your young, O mothers, on the breast, 
For fear they turn to serpents as they lie, 
And pay you for their nourishment with death. 
Carlos is dead, and Leonora dying! 
Both innocent, both murder'd, both by me. 
-Oh, shame ! Oh, guilt! Oh, horror ! Oh, remorse ! 
Oh, punishment I Had Satan never fall'n. 
Hell had been made for me. — Oh, Leonora ! 

Zan. Must I despise thee too, as well as hate 
thee? 
Complain of grief! complain thou art a man. 
Priam from fortune's lofty summit foil ; 
Great Alexander 'midst his conquests mourn'd ; 
Heroes and demigods have known their sorrows ; 
Cassars have wept ; and 1 have had my blow : 
But 'tis reveng'd, and now my work is done. 
Yet, ere I fall, be it one part of vengeance 
To make ev'n thee confess that I am just. — \ 

Thou seest a prince, whose father thou hast slain, \ 

Whose native country thou hast laid in blood, * 

Whose sacred person. Oh ! thou hast profan'd 1 
Whose reign extinguished : What was left to me, 
So highly born? No kingdom, but revenge; 
No treasure, hut thy tortures and thy groans. 
If men should ask who brought thee to thy end, 
Tell them, the Moor, and they will not despise 

thee. 
If cold white mortals censure this great deed. 
Warn them, they judge not of superior beings. 
Souls made of fire, and children of the sun, 

With whom revenge is virtue. Fare thee well 

Now, fully satisfied, I should take leave ; 

But one thing grieves me, since thy death is near, 

I leave thee my example how to die. 
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As he is going to stab himself , Alokzo rushes upon 
himy and prevents him. Enter Don Alvarez, with 
Attendants. They seize Zavqa^ Alovxo puts 
the Dagger in his Bosom. 

Atoun No, monster, thou sh alt not escape by death. 
My father! 

Alv. Alonzo ! Isabella, 

Touch'd with remorse to see her mistress* pangs. 
Told all the dreadful tale. 

Alon, What groan was that ? 

Zan. As I have been a vulture to thy heart, 
So will I be a raven to thine ear, 

Enter Manuel, who whispers Alvarez. 

And true as ever snuiTd the scent of blood, 
As ever flapped its heavy wing against 
The window of the sick, and croak'd despair. 
Thy wife is dead. 

Ah. The dreadful news is true, 

Alon. Prepare the rack ; invent new torments for him. 

Zan. This too is well. The iixM and noble mind 
Turns all occurrence to its own advantage ; 
And ril make vengeance of calamity. 
Were I not thus reduc'd, thou wouldst not know, 
That thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee still. 
Torture thou may'st ; but thou shalt ne*er despise mc. 
The blood will follow where the knife is driven, 
The flesh will quiver where the pincers tear. 
And sighs and cries by nature grow on pain. 
But these are foreign to the soul : not mine 
The groans that issue, or the tears that fall; 
They disobey me; on the rack I scorn thee. 
As when my faulchion clove thy helm in battle. 

Alv. Peace, villain ! 

Zan. While I live, old man, I'll speak : 
And well I know thou dar'st not kill me yet ; 
For that would rob thy bloodhounds of their prey. 

Ahn. Who call'd Alonzo? 
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Again ! ^Tis Carlos' voice, and I obey. — 

Oh, how I laugh at all that this can do ! [Stabs himself. 
The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murder'd me^ 
Were giv'n before ; I was already dead ; 
This only marks my body for the grave. 

Afric, thou art reveng'd. O Leonora ! [Dies. 

Zan, Good ruffians, give me leave; my blood is yours, 
The wheel's prepar'd, and you shall have it all ; 
Let me but look one moment on the dead. 
And pay yourselves with gazing on my pangs. 

[He goes to Alonzo's Body, 
Is this Alonzo ? Where's the haughty mien ? 
Is that the hand, which smote me ? Heavens, how pale ! 
And art thou dead ? So is my enmity. 
I war not with the dust. The great, the proud. 
The conqueror of Afric was my foe. 
A lion preys not upon carcases. 
This was thy only method to subdue me. 
Terror and doubt fall on me : all thy good 
Now blazes, all thy guilt is in the grave. 
Never had man such funeral applause : 
If I lament thee, sure thy worth was great. 
O vengeance, I have follow'd thee too far, 
And to receive me, hell blows all her fires. 

[Exity follfrwed by Attendants. 



THE END. 
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REMARKS. 



The celebrated atithor of tkis celebtated opera Diras 
born to experience variety of fortune; such as plunged 
him into the bitterest despondency, and such as ele- 
vated him to the height of joy. 

John Gay was boni near Barnstaple, iti Devoh- 
shire, 1688, and received his education at the gram- 
mar school there. He was of an ancient ftimily, and 
yet was bred a merter : but having a small ittdepend- 
ent fortune, and a mind superior to the state in which 
his rdatrotts had placed him, he purchased his fVee- 
dom from the indentures which bound him to a shop*^ 
keeper, in the Strand, and quitted the coutiter, where 
he had attended for several years. 

His first production, a poem, called " Rural 
Sports,* printed in 1711, ^nd dedicated to Pope, 
gained him the acquaintance and friendship of that 
poety and introduced him to many other distinguished 
persons. 

The year following, he wa's made secretary to the 
Duchess of Monmouth ; and, soon after, accompanied 
Lord Clarendon, in the same capacity, to tlanover. 

Gay seems to have fixed his indinatton upon % 
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certain possession^ which poets, of all other classes of 
men, appear most to have despised — money. 

With the various earnings of his pen, both as secre- 
tary and author, poor Gay, ip search of riches, plac- 
ed all he had accumulated, in the bank of the famous 
South Sea company— -His warmest wishes were soon 
accomplished, and his little fortune became treble. — 
He was advised to sell out, and purchase an annuity, 
with his increased store — he waited to have it still 
augment, — and lost every guinea he was worth in the 
world. 

The poet had neither wife nor child, to share in 
this severe misfortune, and yet, it seemed to have 
struck to his heart. 

He was, for a time, inconsolable, — almost driven to 
despair. But the treasure he . still possessed in afifec-^ 
tionate and enlightened friends, who sought every me- 
thod to dissipate his care, at length prevailed ; and 
he began, once more, to write for money, and to save 
it. 

He now produced his .tragedy of " The Captives" — 
had the honour of reading it to the Princess of Wales, 
afterwards Queen Caroline ; and the greater honour, 
of receiving her royal command, to write a book of 
Fables, which was dedicated, by permission, to the 
young Duke of Cumberland, and most graciously ac« 
cepted. 

Gay's hopes were again elated ; he looked forward 
to advancement, from so powerful and liberal a pa* 
tronage; — but in 1727 , when this princess ascended 
th^. throne, another South Sea bubble broke, and ha 



v9hs offered a place at courts wliicli he conceived it an 
mdignity to suppose he would accept. 

He refused to be gentleman-usher to one of the 
young princesses, as an office, in which his peculiar 
talents would be wholly useless; but thbugh he 
considered, that insult had been here added to disap- 
pointment, yet, as this misfortune occurred without 
any imprudence 6t fault of his own, he sunk not 
under its weight, as when he lost his fortune, in the 
pursuit of increasing it;— but, initated by a manly 
pride, against courts and courtiers, was now inspired 
to compose this admirable drama of " The Beggar's 
Opera." 

It came out in the season of 1727-8 — and on this 
Occasion the author experienced a joy, equal in its 
excess, to any of his past and bitt««st sorrows. 

Never had dramatic work been so attractive ; and 
as the nature of the entertainment was wholly new 
to an English audience, the author had eulogiums 
for his invention, beyond the common share allotted 
to successful authors. 

" The Beggai's Opera" was acted sixty-three nights, 
without intermission and charmed every auditor, ex- 
cept those who were the objects of its satire. Anecdotes, 
almost incredible, are related of its popularity on its 
first coming forth ; and yet, their trudi can be easily 
conceived, when the present force of this excellent 
work is recollected. At this period, when English 
operas are no longer a novelty, and some very good 
ones have appeared, still, no entertainment of the kind, 
is allowed to hold an exact equality with this produc- 
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tion. At such high estimatioDy a certain discount is, 
however, taken from its value. It fails of moral pre- 
cept. — Nor is that accusation all ; it has the fatal 
tendency to make vice alluring. The skill of the author 
is here supremely excellent, though it is grievous he 
did not show it in a* better cause ; for, who, but Gay, 
could have made highwaymen, thieves, and cheats of 
every denomination, endearing to the delicate, the 
elegant, and even the honourable spectator ? 

Still it is to be observed, that the author has ren- 
dered the only honest person in the play, by far the 
most interesting character. Polly Peachum is en- 
dowed with such superior charms, from the unoffending 
qualities she possesses, that, when she was first repre- 
sented, every, actress who performed the part, made her 
fortune by marriage ; — and Miss Fenton, the original 
Polly, so fascinated the Duke of Bolton, that he ele- 
vated 'her to the highest rank of a female subject, 
by making her his wife. 

It is painful to state, that, after this brilliant suc- 
cess. Gay wrote again, and his drama failed of a kind 
reception. It seems a paradox, yet it is true, that 
the author, who has once written well, should write 
no. more ^ whilst he, who is unsuccessful, had best 
proceed. — The first may lose a reputation by perse« 
verauce, and the last may regain one. 
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BEGGAR'S OPERA. 



■ it 



ACT THE FIRST. 

8C£NE I. 

Teacuvm's House. 

Feachum sitting at a Table^ with a large Book of 

Accounts before him, 

AIR. — Peachum. 

'^ An old woman, clothed in ^y/*. 

Throughull the employments of lifpy 

Each neighbour abuses his brother : 
Whore and rogue, they call husband and wife ; 

All prof essions be^rogue one another. 
The priest calls the lawyer a cheat; 

The lawyer be-knaves the divine ; 
And the statesman, because he's so great. 

Thinks his trade is as honest as mine* 

A lawyer is an honest employment, so is mine. Like 
me too, he acts in a double capacity, both against 
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rogues, and for them ; for 'tis but fitting, that we 
should protect and encourage cheats, since we live by 
them. 



Enter FiLcii. 

Filch. Sir, Black Moll has sent word, her trial 
comes on in the afternoon, and she hopes you will or- 
der matters so as to bring her oW. 

Peach, Why, as the wench is very active and indus- 
trious, you may satisfy her, that Til soften the evi- 
dence. 

Filch. Tom gag, sir, is found guilty. 

Peach, A lazy dog ! When ) took him, the time be- 
fore, I told him what he would come to, if he did not 
mend his hand. This is death, without reprieve. 
I may venture to book him ; [Writes,] for Tom Gagg, 
forty pounds. Let Betty Sly know, that Til save her 
from transportation, for I can get more by her staying 
in England. 

Filch* Betty hath brought more goods to our lock 
this year, than any five of the gang; and, in truth, 'tis 
pity to lose so good a customer. 

Peach, If none of the gang takes her off, she may, 
in the common*<:ourse of business, live a twelvemonth 
longer. I love to let women 'scape. A good sports, 
man always lets the hen-partridges fiy, because the 
breed of the game depends upon them. Besides, here 
the law allows us no reward : there is nothing to be 
got by the death of women — except our wives. 

Filch. Without dispute, she is a fine woman! 'Twas 
to her, 1 was obliged for my education, (to say a bold 
word) she has trained up more young fellows to the 
business, than the gaming-table. 

Peach, Truly, Filch, thy observation is right. We 
and the surgeons, are more beholden to womeD, than 
all the professions besides. 



AIE. — FILCH. 

" The bonny grey-ey'd morn, &c,^ 

*Tu woman thai seduces all mankind; 

£y her we^rst were (aught the wheedling arts ; 
Her very eyes can eheat ; when most she's kind. 

She tricks us of Qur tnoney, with our hearts. 
For her^ like wolves by nighty we roam for prey^ 

And practise eiceryfrwd to bribe her charms; 
Jbfi suits efUxoe^ like laWf are won by pay, 

Jbtd beauty must befee'd into our arms. 

Peach. But make haste to Newgate, boy, and let 
my friends know what I intend ; for I love to make 
tbera easy, one way or another. 

FUch. When a gentleman is long kept in susponce, 
penitence may break his spirit ever after. Besides, 
certainty gives a man a good air upon his trial, and 
makes him risk another, without fear or scruple. But 
I'll away, for 'tis a pleasure to be a messenger of com^ 
fort, to friends in affliction. [Exit. 

Peach. But it is now high time to look about me» 
ft>r a decent execution against next sessions. I hate a 
lazy rogue, by whom~ one can get nothing, till he is 
hanged. A register of the gang. [Reading.} Crook' 
Jfnger'd Jack — a year amd a half in the <ervice-^-*let 
me see, how much the stock owes to his industry;-<«< 
One, two, three, four, five gold watches, and seven sil- 
ver ones. A mighty, clean-handed fellow ! sixteea 
bnuff-boxes, five of them of true gold, six dozen of 
iiandkerchie&, four silver-hilted swords, half a dozea 
of shirts, three tie-perriwigs, and a piece of broad- 
elotb. Considering, these are only the fruits of hi^ 
leisure hours, I don't know a prettier fellow ; for no 
man alive hath a more engaging presence of mind up- 
on the road. Wai Dreary y alias Brown WUl — an ir- 
regular dog ! who hath a& underhand way of dispose- 
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ing of his goods ; 111 try him only for a sessions or 
two longer, upon his good behaviour. Harry Pad* 
dington — a poor, petty-larceny rascal, : without the 
least genius ! that fellow, though he were to live these 
six months, will never come to the gallows with any 
credit. — Skppery Sam — he goes off,' the next sessions; 
for the villain hath the impudence to have views of 
following his trade as a tailor, which he calls an ho- 
nest employment. — Mat o*th' Mint — listed not above a 
month ago ; a promising, sturdy fellow, and diligent 
in his way ; somewhat too bold and hasty, and may 
raise gpod contributions on the public, if ne does not 
cut himself short by murder: — Tarn Tipple-^a guz- 
zling, soaking sot, who is always too drunk to stand 
himself, or to make others stand ; a cart is absolutely 
necessary for him. Robin of Bagshoty aUas Gorgon^ 
alias Bluff Bob, alias Carbuncle^ alias Boif Boot y 

Enter Mrs. Pea chum. 

Mrs. P. What of Bob Booty, husband ? I hope no- 
thing bad hath betided him — You know, my dear, 
he's a favourite customer of mine — ^'twas he, made me 
a present of this ring. 

Peach. I have set his name down in the black list, 
that's all, my dear ; he speeds his life among women, 
and, as soon as his nioney is gone, one^or odier of the 
ladies will hang him for the reward, and there's forty 
pounds lost to us for ever! 

Mrs, P. You know, my dear, 1 never meddle in 
matters of death ; I always leave those affairs to you* 
Women, indeed, are bitter bad judges in these cases ; 
for they are so partial to the brave, that they think 
every ^ man handsome, who is going to the camp, or 
the gallows.— But, really, husband, you should not be 
too hard-hearted, for yon never had a finer, braver set 
of men, than at present. We have not had a inurder 
among them all these even months; and truly, my 
dear, that is a great blesing. 
d 
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Peach, What a dickens is the woman always whim* 
pering about murder for ? No gentleman iseverlook^ 
ed upon the worse, for killing a man in his owp de- 
fence; and if business cannot be carried on without 
ity what would you have a gentleman do? so, my 
dear, have done upon this subject. Was Captain 
Macheath here, this morning, for the banknotes he 
left with you, last week ? 

Mrs. P, Yts, ray dear; and though the bank hath 
stopped payment, he was so cheerful, and so agreeable ! 
Sure, there is not a finer gentleman upon the road than 
the captain ! if he comes from Bagshot, at any rea- 
sonable hour, he hath promised to make one this even- 
ing, with Polly, me, and Bob Booty, > at a party at 
quadrille. Pra/, my dear, is the captain rich ? 

Peach. The captain keeps too good company ever 
to grow rich. Marybone, and the chocolate-houses, 
are his undoing. The man, that proposes to get mo- 
.ney ty play, should have the education of a fine gen- 
tleman, and be trained up to it, from his youth. 

Mrs. P. Really, I am sorry, upon Polly's account, 
the captain hath not more discretion. What business 
hath he to keep company with lords and gentlemen ? 
he should leave them to prey upon one another. 

Peach. Upon Polly's account! what a plague dotii 
the woman mean? — Upon Polly's account ! 

Mrs, P. Captain Macheath is very fond of the 

girl. 

Peach. And what then? t 

Mrs. P. If I have any skill in the ways of women, 
I am sure Polly thinks him a very pretty man. . 

Peach. And what then ? you would not be so mad 
as to have the wench marry him ! Gamesters and high- 
- waymen are, generally, very good to their whores, but 
they are very devils to their wives. 

Mrs* P. But if Polly should be in love, how should 
"we help her, or how can she help herself ?—*Poor girl, 
I'm in the utmost concern about her ! 
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Pfoek^ Lookye^ wife, a handsomb wench in our way 
6f business, is as profitable, as at tbe bar of a Temple 
coffee-house, who looks upon it as her livelihood^ to 
grant every liberty but one. My daughter, to me, 
should be like a court lady, to a minister of state, a 
key to the whole gang. Married ! if the affair is not 
already done, 111 terrify her from it, by the example 
of our neighbours. 

Mrs. P. Mayhap, my dear, you may injure the 
poor girl : she loves to imitate the fine ladies, and she 
may onl} allow the captain liberties, in the view of 
interest. 

Pead^k But 'tis your duty, my dear, to Warn the 
girl against her ruin, and to instruct her, how to make 
the mo^t of her beauty. I'll go to her, this moment, 
and sift her. In th« mean time^ wife, rip out the co- 
ronets and marks, of these do£en of cambric hand* 
kerchiefs, for I can dispose of thetn this afternoon, to 
ft chap in the city. [Exit. 

Mn. P. Never was a man inore out of the way in 
ttn argument, than my husband. Why must our 
Polly, forsooth, differ from her sex, and love only her 
husband? and why must Polly's marriage, contrary 
to all t>bseTyation, make her the less followed by other 
men? All men are thieves in love, and like a woman 
the better for being itnother's property. 

Enter Filch. 

Mrs. P. Come hither. Filch. — I am as fond of this 
thildy as though my mind misgave me, he were my 
own. He hath as ifine a hand at picking a pocket as 
a wo8Mm« and is as nimble fingered as a juggler. If 
an unlucky session does not cut tbe rope of thy life,! 
monounce, boy, thou wilt be a great man in history, 
nhere was your post last ni^t, my boy ? 

Fikk, I plied at the opera, madam ; and, consider- 
ing 'twas neither dark nor rainy, so that there was no 
.great hurry in getting chairs and coaches, made a to- 
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lerabte band OQ't-^These seven handkerckiefs, ma- 
dam. 

Mrs. P. Coloured ones, I see. They are of sure 
sale from oar warekouseat Redriff, amoag the seamen. 
FilcA. And this juiuff-box. 

Mrs. P. Set in gold ! a pretty encouragement this, 
to a young beginner ! 

FUch. I had a fair tug at a charming gold \vatch« 
Pox take the tailors, for making the fobs so deep and 
narrow ! — it stuck by the way, and I was forced to 
make my escape under a coach. Really, madam, I 
fear I shall be cut off in the flower of my youth, so 
that^ every now and then, since 1 was pumped, I have 
tlioughts of taking up and going to sea. 

Mrs. P. You should go to .Hockley-in*the*Hole, 
snd to Marybone, child, to learn valour ; these are 
the schools that have bred so many brave men. I 
thought, boy, by this time, thou hadst lost fear as 
vrell as shame. Poor lad ! how little does he know 
yet of the Old Bailey ! For the first fact. Til insure 
thee from being hanged ; and going to sea. Filch, will 
come time enough, upon a sentence of transportation. 
But now, since you have nothing better to do, e/n 
go to your book, and learn your catechism : for, 
really, a man makes but an ill figure in theordinar/s 
paper, who cannot give a satisfactory answer to his 
questions. But, hark you, my lad, don't tell me a 
lie; for you know I hate a liar: — Do you know oi 
any thing th^t hath passed, between Captain Mac- 
heath, and our Polly ? 

Filch. I beg you, madam, don't ask me ; for I must 
either tell a lie to you, or to Miss Polly ; for I pro- 
mised her 1 would not tell. 

Mrs. P. But when the honour of our family is 

concerned 

Fikh. I shall lead a sad life with Miss Polly, if ever 
she comes to know I told you. Besides, I would not 
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willingly forfeit my own honour, by betraying any 
body. 

Mrs. P. Yonder corned my husband, and Polly. 
Come, Filch, you shall go with me into my own room, 
and tell me the whole story* I'll give thee a glass of 
a most delicious cordial that I keep for my own drink* 
ing. [Exeunt* 

Enter Peacuum and Pollt. . 

PMy. \ know as- well as any of tfa^ fine ladies how 
to make the most of myself and of ray man too. A 
woman knows how to be mercenary, though she hath 
never been in a court or at an assembly. We have it 
in our natures, papa. If 1 allow Captain Macheath 
some' trifling liberties, I have this watch and other 
visible marks of his favour to show for it. A girl who 
cannot grant some things, and refuse what is most 
material, will make but a poor hand of her beauty, 
and soon be thrown upota the common. 

AIR.' 

" What shall I do to show how riiuch I love her V* ' 

Virgins are like the fair JMr in its lustre. 
Which in the garden enamels the ground y 

Near it the bees in play flutter and cluster ^ 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around; 

But when once pluck'd *tis no longer alluring^ 
To Covent Garden 'tis sent, (as yet sweet) 

There fadeSy and shrinks, and grows past all enduring^ 
RotSy stinksy and diesy and is trod under feet. 

Peach, You know, Polly, I am not against your 
toying and trifling with a customer, in the way of busi- 
ness, or to get out a secret or so ; but if I find out 
that you have played the fool, and are married, you 
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jade you, 111 cut your tfaroat, hussy. Now, yon 
know my mind. 

Enter Mas* PfiACHUtf , m a very great pamon. 

Al&« 

" O London is a fine town.** 

Our FcUy u a sad tlui ! nor ieedfi what we have taught 

her^ 
I wonder any man alive will ever rear a .daughter ! 
For she must have both hoods and gaumy aftd hoops to 

swell her pride. 
With scarfs and stays j and gloves and lace^ and she mil 

have men beside; 
And when she's dress* d with care and costy all tempting, 

fine and gay^ 
As men should seroe a cucumber y shejlings herfielfaxvay. 

You baggage ! you hussy ! you inconsiderate jade ! 
had you been hanged it would not have vex^ed me ; 
for that might have been your misfortune; but to do 

such a mad thing by choice ! The wench is mar« 

ried, husband. 

Peach, Married ! the captain is a bold man, and 
will risk any thing for money: to be sure he believes 
her a fortune, po you think your mother and I 
should have lived comfortably so long together if ever 
we had been married, baggage? 

Mrs. P, I knew she was always a proud slut, and 
now the wench halh played the fo(^. and .married, be- 
cause, forsooth, she would do like the gentry ! Can 
you support the expense of a husband, liussy, in gam- 
ing, and drinking? have you money enough to carry 
on the daily quarrels of man and wife about who 
shall squander most? If you must be married, could 
you introduce nobody into our family but a highway- 
man ! Why, thou foolish jade, thou wilt be as ill used 
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and as much neglected as if thou hadst married a 
lord ! 

Peach. Let not your anger, my dear, break through 
the rules of decency; for the captain looks upon him- 
self in the military capacity as a gentleman by his 
profession. Besides what he hath already, I know he 
is in a fair way of getting or of dying; and both these 
ways, let me tell you, are most excellent chances for 
a wife. Tell me, hussy, are you ruined or no ? 

Mrs. P. With Polly's fortune she might very well 
have gone off to a person of distinction : yes, that you 
might, you pouting slut. 

Peach. What ! is the wench dumb ? speak, or 111 
make you plead by squeezing out an answer from 
you. Are you really bound wife to him, or are you 
only upon liking? [Pinches her. 

Polly. Oh! [Screaming. 

Mrs. P. How the mother is to be pitied who hath 
handsome daughters ! Locks, bolts, bars, and lectures 
of morality, are nothing to them; they break through 
them all; they have as much pleasure in cheating a 
father and mother as in cheating at cards. 

Peach. Why, Polly, I shall soon know if you are 
married, by Macheath's keeping from our house. 

AIR. — POLLT. 

^' Grim king of the ghostSi hc^ 

Can Iffoe he controlVd by advice? 

Will Cupid our mothers obey ? 
Thxl my heart were as frozen as ice^ 

At hisjUxme 'twould have melted away. 
When he kis^d me, so^ sweetly he press' d, 

*Txoas so sweet that I must have complied^ 
So I thought it both surest and best 

To marry, for fear you should chide. 

Mrs. P« Then all the hopes of our family are gone 
for ever and ever ! 
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Peach. And Macheath may hang his father and 
mother-in4aw., in hopes to get into their daughter's 
fortune. 

Polly. I- did not marry him (as His the fashion) 

coolly and deliberately, for honour or money but 

I love him. 

Mrs^ P. Love him ! worse and worse ! I thought 
the girl had been better bred. Oh husband ! husband ! 
her folly makes me mad ! my head swims ! Tm dis- 
tracted ! I can't support myself Oh ! [Faints. 

Peach. See, wench, to what a condition you have 
reduced your poor mother ! A glass of cordial this 
instant ! How the poor woman takes it to heart ! 
[Polly goes out^ and returns with %t.'\ Ah, hussy ! now 
this is the only comfort your mother has left. 

Polly. Give her another glass, sir; my mamma 
drinks double the quantity whenever she is out of 
order. This you see fetches her. 

Mrs. P. The girl shows such readiness, and so much 
concern, that I almost could find in my heart to for- 
give her. 

AIR. . 

" O Jenny, O Jenny, where hast thou been f 

O Polly f you might have to^d and kiss'd: 
By keeping men off' you keep them on, 
Polly. But he so teas'd me,' 

And he so pleas'd me, 
What I did you must haoe done. 

Mrs. P. Not with a highwayman — ^you sorry slut. 

Peach. A word with you, wife. Tis no new thing 
for a wench to take a man without consent of parents. 
You know 'tis the frailty of woman, my dear ! 

Mrs. P. Yes, indeed, the sex is frail ; but the first 
time a woman is frail, she should be somewhat nice 
m^thinks, for then or never is her time to make her 
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fortune : after tiiat she hath nodiing to do but to 
•guard herself from beiog found out^ and she may do 
vrhat she pleases. 

Peach. Make yourself a little easy; I have a 
thought shall soon set all matters again to rights. 
Why so melancholy, Polly ? since what is done can- 
not be undone, we must endeavoiir to make the best 
of it. 

Mrs. P. Well, Polly, as far as one woman can for- 
give another, I forgive thee. — Your father is too fond 
of you, hussy. 

Po%. Then ail my sorrows are at an end. 

Mrs. P. A mighty likely speech in troth for a 
wench who is just married ! 

AIR. — POLLY. 

** Thomasy I cannot," &c. 

I like a ship in storms was toss'd. 

Yet afrmd to put into landy 
For seized in the port the vessels lost 
WlMse treasure is contraband. 
The waves are laid. 
My duty's paid ; 
Ojoy beyond expression f 
Thus safe ashore 
I ask no more ; 
My airs in my possession, 

Teach. I hear customers in tother room ; go talk 
with thera, Polly ; but come again as soon as they are 
gone. — But harkye, child, if His the gentleman who 
was here yesterday about the repeating watch, say 
you can't get intelligence of it till to-morrow, for I 
lent it to Sukey Straddle, to make a figure with to- 
night at a tavern in Drury-lane. If t'other gentleman 
calls for the silver-hilted sword, you know beetle- 
browed Jemmy hath it on, and he doth not come 
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from Tunbridge till Tuesday night, so that it cannot 
foe had till then. [Exit Polly.] Dear wife ! be a 
little pacified ; don't let your passion run away with 
your senses : Polly, I grant you, hath done a rash 
thing. 

Mrs* P. If she had had only an intrigue with the 
fellow, why the very best families have excused and 
huddled up a frailty of that sort. Tis marriage, hus- 
band, that makes it a blemish. 

Peach. But money, wife, is the true fuller's earth 
for reputations; there is not a spot or stain but what '. 
it can take out. 1 tell you, wife, 1 can make this ■- 
match turn to our advantage. 

Mrs. P. I am very sensible, husband, that Captain 
Macheath is worth money, but I am in doubt whether 
he hath not two or three wives already, and then if \ 
he should die in a session or two, Polly's dower would 
come into dispute. . 

Peach, That indeed is a point which ought to be 
considered. The lawyers are bitter enemies to those 
in our way ; they don't care that any body should get 
a clandestine livelihood but themselves. 

Enter Polly. 

Polly. Twas only Nimming Ned: he brought in 
a damask window-curtain, a hoop-petticoat, a pair of 
silver candlesticks, a perriwig, and one silk stocking, 
from the fire that happened last night. 

Peach. There is not a fellow that is cleverer in his 
way, and saves more goods out of the fire, thap Ned. 
But now, Polly, to your affair ; for matters must not %, 
be as they are. You are married then, it seems ? 

Polfy, Yes, sir. 

Peach, And how do you propose to live, child ? 

Polli/. Like other women, sir ; upon the industry 
of my husband. 

Mrs. P. What ! is the wench turn'd fool ? a high- 
wayman's wife, like a soldier's, hath as little of his 
j)ay as of his company. 
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Peachn And had not you the common views of a 
gentlewoman in your marrittge, Polly ? 
Folly, I don't know what you mean, sir. 
Peach, Of a jointure, and of being a widow. 
FoUy, But 1 love him, sir: how then could Ihave 
thoughts of parting with him } 

Peaek, Parting with him ! why that is the whole 
scheme and intention of all marriage articles. The 
comfortable estate of widowhood is the only hope that 
keeps up a wife's spirits. Where is the woman who 
would scruple to be a wife, if she had it in her power 
to be a widow whenever she pleased ? If you have any 
views of this sort, Polly, I shall think the match not 
so very unreasonable. 

Polly, How I. dread to hear your advice ! yet I 
must beg you to explain yourself. 
• Peach. Secure what he hath got, have him peach'd 
the next sessions, and then at once you are made a 
rich widow. 

Polly* What ! murder the man I love : the blood 
runs cold at my heart with the very thought of it! 

Peach, Fie, Polly ! what hath murder to do in the 
affair i Since the thing sooner or later must happen, 
I dare say that the captain himself would like that we 
should get the reward for his death sooner than a 
stranger. Why, Polly, the captain knows that as 'tis 
his employment to rob, so, 'tis ours to take robbers ; 
every man in his business : so that there is no malice 
in the case. 

Mrs, P, To have him peached is the only thing 
could ever make mc forgive her. 

AIR. POLLY. 

" Now ponder well, ye parents dear." 

Oh ponder well ! he not severe : 

So save a wretched uoife^ 
For on the rope that hangs my dear 

JDependi poor Folly's life* 
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Mrs. P. But your duly to your parents^ fausaj, 
obliges you to hang kirn. What would many a wife 
give for such an opportunity ! 

Folly. What is a jointure, what is widowhood, to 
me? 1 know my heart; I cannot survive him. Thus^ 
sir, it will happen to your poor Polly. 

Mrs, P. What ! is the fool in love in earnest theaf 
I hate thee for being particular. Why, wench, tho9 
art a shame to thy very sex 1 

FoUy, But hear me, mother-*-if you ever loved—' 

Mrs. P. Those cursed play books she reads have 
been her ruin ! One word more, hussy, and I shall 
knock your brains out, if you have any. 

Peach. Keep out of the way, Polly, for fear of mis- 
chief, and consider of what is proposed to you. 

Mrs. P. Away, hussy. Hang your husband, and 
f>e dutiful. [PoLXT listens.] The thing, husband, must 
and shall be done. If she will not know her duty, wa 
know ours. 

Peach. But really, my d«ar ! it grieves one's heart 
to take off a great man. When I consider his per- 
sonal bravery, his fine stratagems, how much we have 
already got by him, and how much more we may get, 
methinks I can't find in my heart to have a hand in 
his death : I wish you could have made Polly under'- 
take it. 

Mrs. P. But in case of necessity — our own lives 
are in danger. 

Peach, Then indeed we must comply with the cus- 
toms of the world, and make gratitude give way to 
interest — He shall be taken off. 

Mrs. P. ril undertake to manage Polly. 

Peach. And Til prepare matters for the Old Bailey. 
[Ejseuttt Peachum and Mrs. Peachum. 

Polly. Now I'm a wretch indeed !— Methinks I see 
him already in th^eart, sweeter and more lovely than 
the nosegay in his band \*^l hear the crowd extolling 
kii resolution and intrepidity !-^I «ee him at the tree ! 
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the whole circle are. in tears ! — What then will be- 
come of Polly? — A» yet I may inform him of their 
design, and aid him in his escape. — It shall be so.—* 
But then he flies, absents himself, and I bar myself 
from his dear, dear conversation ! that too will dis- 
tract me. — If he keeps out of the way my papa and 
mamma may in time relent, and we may be happy — 
If Jie stays, he is hanged, and then he is lost for ever! 
-—He intended to lie concealed in my room till the 
dusk of the evening. If they are abroad Til this in- 
stant let him out, lest some accident should prevent 
him. 

Enter Macheath. 

AIR. 

"Pretty parrot, say," &c. 

Mac. Pretty Po%, *fly» 

When I was away. 
Did your fancy never stray 
To some newer lover f 

Polly. Without disguise. 

Heaving sighs. 
Doting eyes. 
My constant heart discover. 
Fondly let me loll ! 

Mac. pretty, pretty Foil ! 

Polly. And are you as fond of me as ever, my dear? 

Mac^ Suspect my honour, my courage, suspect any 

• thing but my love. — May my pistols miss fire, and 

my mare slip her shoulder while I am pursued, if 

ever I forsake thee ! 

Polly. Nay, my dear ! I have no reason to doubt 
you, for I find in the romance you lent me, none of 
'the grjeat heroes were ever false in love. 
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AIR. — MACHEATH. 

" Pray, fair one, be kind.** 

My heart was sofreey 
It rw'd like the hee^ 
. Till PoUy my passion requited; 
I svpt eachjiowery 
I chang'd ev^ry hour, 
But here ev'ryjhw'r is united, 

Polly. Were you sentenced to. transportation, sure 
my dear, you could not leave me behind you — could 
you? 

Mac. Is there any power, any force, that could 
tear me from thee ? You might sooner teaj^a pension 
out of the hands of a courtier, a fee from a lawyer, 
a pretty woman from a looking-glass, or any woman 
from quadrille — But to tear me from thee is impossi- 
ble ! 

AIR. 

" Over the hilk, and far away." 

Mac. Were I laid on Greenland's coast^ 

And in my arms enUnrae'd my lass, 
Warm amidst eternal frost, 

Too soon the half year's night would pt^, 
Polly. Were I sold on Indian soil. 

Soon as the burning day was closed, 
I could mock th sultry toil 

When on my charmers breast repos*d. 
Mac. Jnd I would Iffve you all the day^ 
Polly. Evehf night would kiss and plfiyf 
Mac. If with me you'd fondly stray, 
Polly. Over tie hUls, and far away* 

PoUy. Yes, I would go with thee. Bui oh !• 
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how shall I speak it? I must be torn from thee ! VYc 

must part ! 

Mac. How! part! 

Polly. We must, we must ! — My papa and maroraa 
are set against tby life : they now, even now, are in 
search after thee : they are preparing evidence against 
thee ; thy life depends iipoa>a moment ! 



AIR. — POLLT. 

" Gin thou wert my awn thing. 



ff 



0, what pain it is to part ! 

Can I leave thee, can I leave theef 
O; what pain it is to part / 

Can thy Folly ever leave thee ? 
But lest death my love should thwart^ 

And bring thee to the fatal cart. 
Thus I tear thee from my bleeding heart ! 

Fly hence, and let me leave thee. 

One kiss, and then! — one kiss! — Begone! — Fare- 
well ! 

Mac. My hand, my heart, my dear, is so rivetted 
to thine, that I cannot unloose my hold ! 

PoUy. But my papa may intercept thee, and then 
I should lose the very glimmering of hope. A few 
weeks, perhaps, may reconcile us all. Sha;ll thy Polly 
hear from thee ? 

Mae. Must I then go? 

Polly. AndMrill not absence change your love? 

Mac. If you A>ubt it, let me stay-^^n^fl^ be hanged. 

Polly. Oh, how^tear ! how I tfen*ble !— Go— but, 
when safety will ^vfeyou leave, you will be sure to 
see me again ; for, till then, Polly is wretched. 



til 
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AJR. 

" O the broom,*' &c. 

Mac. The miser thus a shilling seeSy 
Which he*s oblig'd to pay^ 
With sighs resigns it by degrees. 
And fears 'tis gonefwr aye. 

Polly. The boy tkns^ when his sparrovfs^owfiy 
i The bird in silence eyes ; 
But soon as out cf sight 'tis gone, 

WhineSywhimpers, sobs, and cries. [Exeimt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



A Tavern near Newgate. 



Jemmy Twitcher, Crookfinger'd Jack, Wat 
Dreary, Roein of Bagshot, Njmming Ned, 
Harry Paddington, Mat-o*-the-Mint, Bew 
Budge, and the Rest of the Gang^ at the Table^ with 
Wine^ Brandy, and Tobacco. 

Ben. But pr'ythee. Mat, what is become of thy 
brother Tom f I have not seen him since my return 
from transportation. 

d2 
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Mat. Poor brother Tom had an accident, this time 
twelvemonth, gnd so clever made a fellow he was, I 
could not save him from these stealing rascals, the 
surgeoQff^ and, now, poor man, he is among the ota- 
mies, dt Surgeons' Hail. 

Ben, So, it seems, his time was come. 

Jemmy. But the present time is ours, and nobody 
alive hath more. Why are the laws levelled at us ? 
are we more dishonest than the rest of mankind ? 
What we win, gentlemen, is our own, by the law of 
arms, and the right of conquest. 

Jack. Where shall we find such another set of prac* 
iical philosophers, who, to a man, are above the fear 
of death ? 

Wat. Sound men, and true ! 

Robin. Of tried courage, and indefatigable in- 
dustry ! 

Ned. Who is there here that would not die for his 
friend ? 

Harry. Who is there here that would betray him 
for his interest ? 

Mat. Show me a gang of courtiers that can say as 
much. 

Ben. We are for a just partition of the world ; for 
every man has a right to enjoy life. 

mat. We retrench the superfluities of mankind. 
The world is avaricious, and I hate avarice. A co- 
vetous fellow, like a jackdaw, steals what he was 
never made to enjoy, for the sake of hiding it. These 
are the robbers of mankind ; for money was made for 
the freehearted and generous : and where is the in- 
jury of taking from another what he hath not the 
heart to make use of? 

Jemmy. Our several stations for the day are fixed. 
Good luck attend us all ! Fill the glasses l 
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AIR. — MAT. 

« Fill ev'ry glass," &c. 

F^ eo'ry glassyfcr wine inspires usy 

• Andji/res w, 
With c&urage, hve, mid Joy, ' 
ff'omen and xvine should life emjdoy ; 

Is there ou^ eke on earth desirovs f 

Chorus. Fill e^vy, gktss^ 4^* 

Enter l!tA<:uEATH. 

Mae, Gentlemen, well me^ ; my heart hath heen 
nvith you this hour, but a« unexpected affair hath 
detained me. No ceremony, I -beg you I 

Mat. We were just breaking u^, to go upon duty. 
Am I to have the honour of taking the air with you, 
ftir, this evening, upon the Heath ? I drink a dram, 
now and then, with the stage-coachmen, in the way 
X){ friendship and intelligence ; and I know that, about 
ibis time, there will be passengers, upon the western 
Toad, who are worth speaking with. 

Jdoc, 1 was to have been of that party — but — 

M^- But what, sir ? 

Mac. Is there any one that suspects my courage ? 

Mat, We have all been witnesses of it. 

Mac. My honour and truth to the gang ? 

Mat, rU be answerable for it. 

Mac. In the division of our booty, have I ever 
shown the least marks of avarice or injustice? 

Mat. By these questions, something seems to have 
ruffled you. Are any of us suspected ? 

Mac. I have a fixed confidence, gentlemen, in you 
all, as men of honour, and as such 1 value and re- 
spect you. Peachum is a man that is useful to us. 

Mat. Is he about to play us any foul play ? Ill 
shoot hhnthrough the head. 

d3 
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Mac^ I beg you, gentlemen, act with conduct and 
discretion. A pistol is your last resort, 

Mai, He knows nothing of this meeting, 

Mac, Business cannot go on without him : he is a 
man who knows the world, and is a necessary agent 
to us. We have had a slight difference, and, till it 
is accommodated, I shall be obliged to keep out of 
his way. Any private dispute of mine, shall be of no 
ill consequence to my friends. You most continue 
to act under his direction ; for, the moment we break 
loose from him, our gang is ruined. 

Mat. He is, to us, of great convenience. 

Mac. Make him believe I' have quitted the gang, 
which I can never do but with; life. At our private 
quarters I will continue to meet you. A week, or so, 
will probably reconcile us. 

MaL Your instructions shall be observed. Tis 
now high time for us to repair to our several duties ; 
so, till the evening, at our quarters in Moorfields, we 
bid you farewell. 

Mac. I shall wish myself with you. Success at- 
tend you. [Sit* down, melancholy^ at the Table. 

AIR. — MAT. 

March in Rinaldo, with Drums and Trumpets* 

Let us take the road; 

Hark f I hear the sound of coaches^ 

The hour of attack approaches^ 
To your arms^ brate boys, atid load. 

See the ball I hold! 
Let the chemists toil like asses. 
Out f re their fire surpasses. 

And turns aU our lead to gold. 

\The Gang, ranged in the Front of the Stage, 
load their Pistols, and stick them under their 
Girdles, then go qf, singing the first Fart in 
Chorus. 
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Mac. Wbat a fool is a fond wench ! Polly is most 
confoundedly bit. I love the sex ; and a man who 
loves money, might as well be contented with one 
guinea, as I with ^one woman. The town, perhaps, 
hatii been as much obliged to me for recruiting it 
with free-hearted ladies, as to any recruiting officer in 
the army. If it were not for us, and the other gen- 
tlemen of the sword, Drury Lane would be UQin« 
habited. 

AIR< — MACHEATH. 

<< Would you have a young virgin.'' 

ifHhe heart of a man is depressed with caref. 
The mist is dispelTd when a woman appears^ 
lAke the notes of a fiddle^ she sweetly, sweetfy. 
Raises the spiritSy and charms our ears. 
Rases and UHes her cheeks disclose. 
But her ripe lips are more sweet than those; 

Press her. 

Caress her^ 

With blisses, 

Her kisses 
Diisohe us in pleasure and soft repose, 

I must have women — there is nothing unbends the 
^ mind like them : money is not so strong a cordial for 
the time Drawer! 

Enter Drawer. 

Is the porter gone for all the ladies, according to my 
directions ? 

Drawer. I expect him back every minute; but you 
know, sir, you sent him as far as Hockley-in-the-Hole 
for three of the ladies ;. for one in Vinegar Yard, and 
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for die rest df them somewhere abooft Lewknei^slAne. 
Safe-Bome of them are below, for I hear the baribtti. 
As they come, i will show them up. Cotaiiig! 
coming)! ^ [^m^- 

Enter Mrs, Coaxbr, Dolly TiitrLL,MKS.Vntfcir, 
Betty Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs. SLAiSittfe- 

KIN, SUKEY TAtTBYy Ofld MoLLY B&A^EN. 

Mac. Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are welcome! you 
look charmingly to-day : i hope you don't want the 
repairs of quality, and lay on paint. — Dolly Trull ! 
kiss me, you slut ! are you as amorous as ever, hus« 
sy ? you are always so taken iip with stealing hearts, 
that you don't allow yourself time 4o steal any thing 
else. — Ab, Dolly ! thou wilt ever be 4i coquette. — 
Mrs. Vixen, I'm yours ! I always ioved a womaoi of 
wit and spirit ; they make charming mistresses, but 
plaguy wives. — Betty Doxy ! come hi ther,>h assy: do 
you drink as hard as everi you bad better stick to 
good wholesome beer, for, in troth, Betty, strong wa- 
ters will, in time, ruin your constitution : you should 
leave those to your betters. — What, and my pretty 
Jenny Diver too ! as prim and demure as ever I there 
is not any prude, though ever so high bred, hath a 
more sanctified look, with a more mischievous heart; 
ab, thou art a dear, artful hypocrite ! — Mrs. Slamme^ 
kin ! as careless and genteel as ever ! all you fine 
ladies, wbo know your own beauty, affect an undress, 
— But see ! here's Sukey Tawdry come to contradict 
what I was saying.^—MoUy Btasen ! [She kwes Ami.] 
That's well done : 1 love a free-hearted wench : thou 
hast a most agreeable assurance, giH, and art as 
willing as a turtle. — But hark ! I hear music ! ** If 
tnusic be the food of love, play on !^ Ere you seat 
yourselves, ladies, what think yoii of a dance I 
Come in. 
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Enter Harper. . « 

Play the French tune that Mrs. Slammekin is so 
fond of. 

A Dance ; then thts Song and Chains 

AIR. 

Cotillion. 

Youth's the season made for joys^^ 

Lome is then our duty ; 
She alone who that employs^ 
Well deserves her beauty. 
Let^s be gay^ 
While we may 9 
Beauty's ajlower despis'd in d^cay* . , 

CHbrus. Youth's the season, 4*c. 

Let us drink and sport to-day ,. 

Ours is not to-morrow ; 
Lffoe with youth Jlies sw0 away, 
Age is nought but sorrow. 
Dance and singy 
Time's on the wing^ 
Life never knows the return of spring. 

Chorus. Jjet us drink, ipc, 

Mac. Now, pf&yi ladies, take your places. Here, 
drawer, bring us more wine. If any of the ladies 
chuse gin, I hope they will be so free as to call for it. 

Jenny. You look as if you meant me. Wine is 
strong enough for me. Indeed, sir, 1 never drink 
strong waters, but when I have the colic. 

Mac^ Just the excuse of the fine ladies I why, a 



lady of quality is never without the colic. I hope, 
Mrs. Coaxer, you have had good success of late ia 
your visits aliiong the mercers? 

Mrs, C. We have so many interlopers; yet, widi 
industry, one may still have a little picking. — If any 
woman hath more art tfaaA afi<Hher« to be sure 'tis 
Jenny Diver. 

Mac, Have done with your compliments, ladies, 
and drink about. 'You are not so fond of me, Jenny, 
as you used to be. 

Jermy, Tis not convenient, sir, to show my fond- 
ness among so many rivals. Tis your own choice, 
and not the warmth ai my inclination, that will de- 
termine you. — Butv to be sure, sir, with so much 
good fortune as you have had upon the road, you 
must be grown immensely rich. 

Mac. The road, indeed, hath done me justice, but 
the gaming table hath been my ruin. 

Jenny. A man of courage should never put any 
thing to the risk but his life. These are the tools of a 
man of honour : cards and dice are only fit for cow- 
ardly cheats, who prey upon their friends. 

[She takes up his Pistol; SuK^t fAWDftT takes 
up the other, 

Sukey, This, sir, is fittet for your himd. Besides 
your loss of money, 'tis a loss to the ladies. How 
fond could I be of you ! but, before company, 'tis 
ill bred. 

Mac, Wanton hussies ! 

Jenny, I must, and will, have a kiss, to give my 
yff'me a zest. 

[They take him about the Neck^ and make Signs 
to Pkachum and Constables, who rushin 
upon him. 

Peach. 1 seize you, sir, as my prisoner. 

Mac. Was this well done, Jenny ?— Women arc 
decoy duck« ; who can trust them? beitsts, Jades, 
jilts, harpies, furies, whores ! 
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P^tKk. Your eiise» Mr. Mucleath, is not particu- 
lar* Tho greatest heroes have been ruined by wo- 
men. But, to do them justice, I must own they are 
% pretty sort of creatures, if we could trust them* 
You must now, sir, take your leave of the ladies ; and, 
if they have a mind to make you a visit, they will be 
aure to find you at home. This gentleman, ladies, 
lodg(e9 in Newgate. Constables, wait upon the Captain 
to his lodgings. 

. 1 I • f 

AIR. — MACHEATH. 

** When first I laid siege to my Chloris/ 

jit the tree I shall mffer xvith pleasure, 
At the tree I shall suffer with pleasure. 

Let me go where I will. 

In aU kinds of iU^ 
I shqlljind no such furies as these are* 
[Exit Machbath, guarded, with Peachum 

and Constables; and the Ladies after, 

wiih grtalt Cerem/omf. 



scbhe it. 



N^gate^ 



Enttr LocKiT^ Tvbnkbts^ Macheath, and 

COMSTABLBa. 

Lockii. Noble Captain, you are welcome ! you 
have not been a lodger of mine this year and half. 
You know the custom, sir; garnish, Captain, gar- 
nish. Hand me down those fetters there. 
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- MaCi Those, Mr. Lockit, seem to be theheaviest 
of the whole set. With your leave, I should like^the 
further pair better. 

Lockii. Lookye, Captain, ve know what is fittest 
for our prisoners. When a gentleman uses me with 
civility, I always do the best I can to please him.^^ 
Hand them down, I say. — We have them of all prices, 
from one guinea to ten ; and 'tis fitting every gentle- 
man should please himself. 

Mac. I understand you, sir. [Gives Money,'] The 
fees here are so many, and so exorbitant, that few 
fortunes can bear the expense of getting off hand- 
somely, or of dying like a gentleman. * ' 

Lockit. Those, I see, will fit the Captain better. — 
Take down the further pair. — Do but examine them, 
sir — Never was better work — How genteely they are 
made! — They will sit as easy as a glove, and the 
nicest man in England might not be ashamed to wear 
them. [He puts on the Chains.] If I had the best gen- 
tleman in the land in my custody, I could not equip 
him more handsomely. And so, sir — I now leave 
you to your private meditations. 

[Exeunt Lockit, Tubnjcets, and Constables. 

AIR. — MACHEATH. 

** Courtiers, courtiers, think it no harm.** 

Man may escape from rope and gun^ 
Nay^ some has outUxfd the docto/spiUi 

Who takes a woman^ must be undone. 
That b€tsilisk is sure to kill. 

The fly ^ that sips treacky is lost in the sweets^ 
So he, that tastes woman, woman, womaUf 
-. He, that tastes woman, rum meets. 

To what a woful plight have I brought myself! 
Here must I (all day Ipng^ till I am hanged) b^^con- 
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fident to hear the reproaches of a wench, Who lays 
her ruin at my door — 1 am in the custody of her fa- 
ther ; and, to be sure, if he knows of the matter, I 
shall have a fine time on't betwixt this and my execu- 
tion. — But I promised the wench marriage. — What 
signifies a promise to a woman ? does not man, in mar- 
riage itself, promise a hundred things, that he never 
means to perform ? Do all we can, women will be- 
lieve us : for they look upon a promise as an excuse 
for following their own inclinations. — But here comes 
Lucy, and I cannot get from her — 'would I were 
deaf! 

.Enter Lucy. 

Xtfcy^ You base man, you ! — how can you look 
me in the face, after what hath past between us f — » 
Oh, Macheath ! thou hast robbed me of my quiet — 
to see thee tortured would give me pleasure* 

Alft. — LUCY. 

** A lovely lass to a friar came."^ 

Thus when a good housewife sees a rat 

In her trap in the morning taken^ 
With pleasvre her heart goes pit-a^atf 
In revenge for her loss of bacon, 
Then she throws him 
To the dog or cat, 
To be worried, crush'd, and shaken. 

Mac* Have you no bowels, no tenderness, my dear 
Lucy ! to see a husband in these circumstances? 

Lucy. A husband ! 
* Mac. In every respect but the form, and that, my 

dear ! may be said over us at any time. Friencfe 

should not insist upon ceremonies. From a man oif 
honour his word is as good as his bond. 

£ 
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Lucy. It is the pleasure of all you fine men^to insUlt 
the women you have ruined. 

Mac. The very first opportunity, my dear, (but 
have patience) you shall be my wife in whatever man* 
ner you please. 

Lucy, Insinuating monster! And so you think I 
know nothing of the affair of Miss Polly Peachum ?— ^ 
I could tear thy eyes out. 

Mac. Sure, Lucy, you can't be such a fool as to be 
jealous of Polly I 

Lucy. Are you not married to her, you brute youF 

Mac. Married ! very good. The wench gives it 
out only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good 
opinion. 'Tis true I go to the house, I chat with the 
girl, I kiss her, I say a thousand things to her (as all 
gentlemen do) that mean nothing, to divert myself; 
and now the silly jade hath set it about that I am 
married to her, to let me know what she would be at. 
Indeed, my dear Lucy ! those violent passions may 
be of ill consequence to a woman in your condition. 

Lucy. Come, come, captain, for all your assurance, 
you know that Miss Polly hath put it out of your 
power to do me the justice you promised me* 

Mac. A jealous woman believes every thing her 
passion suggests. To convince you of my sincerity, if 
we can find the Ordinary, I shall have no scruples of 
making you my wife ; and 1 know the consequence 
of having two at a time. 

Lucy. That you are only to be hanged, and so get 
rid of them both. 

Mac. I am ready, my dear Lucy ! to give you sa- 
tisfaction — if you think there is any in marriage.-^ 
What can a man of honour say more ? 

Lucy. So then it seems you are not married to Miss 
Polly } 

Mac. You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigiously 
conceited : no man can say a civil thing to her, but 
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(like other fine ladies) her vanity makes her think he's 
her own for ever and ever. 

AIR. 

" The Sun had loos'd his weary teams.'' 

Thejirst time at the looking glasSf 

The mother sets her daughter, 
The image strikes the smiling lass 

With self love ever after. 
' Each time she lookSf she, fonder grown. 

Thinks every charm grows stronger^ 
But alas, vain maid f aU eyes but your ovm 

Can see you are not younger. 

When women consider their own beauties, they are 
all alike unreasonable in their demands ; for they ex- 
pect their lovers should like them as long as they like 
themselves. 

Lucy. Yonder is my father Perhaps this way 

we may light upon the Ordinary, who shall try if you 

will be as good as your word for I long to be 

made an honest woman. [Exeunt. 

Enter PiTachum and Lockit, with an Account Book. 

Lockit. In this last affair, brother Peachum, we are 
agreed. You have consented to go halves in Mac- 
heath. 

Peach. We shall never fall out about an execution. 
But as to that article, pray how stands our last year's 
account? 

Lockit. If you will run your eye over it, you'll find 
'tis fair and clearly stated. 

Peachy This long arrear of the government is very 
hard upon us. Can it be expected that we should 
hang our acquaintance for nothing, when our betters 
will hardly save theirs without being paid for it f Un- 

E 2 
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less the people in employment pay better, I promise 
them for the future I shall let other rogues live beside 
their own. 

Lockii. Perhaps, brother, they are afraid those mat- 
ters may be carried too far. We are treated too by 
them with contempt, as if our profession were not re- 
putable. 

Peack ^In one respect indeed our employment may 
be reckoned dishonest, because, like great statesmen, 
we encourage those who betray their friends. 

Lockit. Such language, brother, any where else 
might turn to your prejudice. Learn to be more 
guarded) I beg you* 

AIR. — loCkit. 

*' How happy are we, Sec J* 

ff^ken you censure the age^ 

Be cautious and sage. 
Lest the courtiers offended should be ; 

If you mention vice or bribe^ 

'Tis so pat to aU the trtbe^ 
Each cries — That xpas levelfd at me* 

Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's name I see: 
sure, brother lockit, there was a little unfair proceed- 
ing in Ned's case ; for he told me in the condem9ed 
hold, that for value received you had promised him a 
session or two longer without molestation. 

Lockit, Mr. Peachum — this is the. first time my 
honour was ever called in question. 

Peach. Business is at an end — if ouce we act disho- 
nourably. 

Lockit, Who acciises me ? 

Peach. You are warm, brother. 

Lockit • He that attacks my honour, attacks my 
livelihood and this usage — sir-— is not to be borne 
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Peach. Since you provoke me to speak— I must tell 
you too, that Mrs. Coaxer charges you with defraud- 
ing her of her information money for the apprehend- 
ing of Curlpated Hugh. Indeed, indeed, brodier, we 
must punctually pay our spies, or we shall have no 
information. 

Lockit. Is this language to me, sirrah — who have 
saved you from the gallows, sirrah ! 

[Collaring each other. 

Peach. If I am hanged, it shall be for ridding the 
world of an arrant rascal. 

Lockit. This hand shall do the office of the halter 
you deserve, and throttle you^ you dog! 

Peach, Brother, brother — we are both in the wrong 

— we shall be both losers in the dispute for you 

know we have it in our power to hang each other. 
You should not be so passionate. 

Lockit. Nor you so provoking. 

Peach. 'Tis our mutual interest, 'tis for the interest 
of the world, we should agree. If I said any thing, 
brother, to the prejudice of your character, I ask par^ 
don. • 

Lockit, Brother Peachum — I can forgive as well as 

resent Give me your hand : suspicion does not 

become a friend. 

Peach. I only meant to give you occasion to justify 
yourself. But I must now step home, for I expect 
the gentleman about this snuff-box that Filch nimmed 
two nights ago in the park. I appointed him at this 
hour. 

Enter Lucy. 

Lockit. Whence come you, hussy ? 
Lucy. My tears might answer that question. 
Lockit. You have been whimpering and fondling 
like a spaniel, over the fellow that hath abused you. 

S3 
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Lucy. One can't help love ; one can't cure it. Tis 
not in my power to obey you and. hate him. 

Lockit, Learn to bear your husband's death like a 
reasonable woman; 'tis not the fashion now.a-days 
80 much as to aifect sorrow upon these occasions* 
No woman would ever marry, if she bad not the 
chance of mortality for a release. Act like a woman 
of spirit, hussy, and thank your father for what he is 
doing. 

AIR. — X.XJCY. 

'' Of a noble race was Shenkin.'^ 

Is then his fate decreed, sir. 

Such a man can I think of quitting f 

Wkenjirst we met, so moves me yety 
see how my heart is splitting ! 

LoeJcit. Lookye, Lucy — there is no saving him — so 
I think you roust even do like other widows — buy 
yourself weeds, and be cheerful. 

AIR. — LOCK IT. 

Yoi^ll think, ere many days ensue. 

This sentence not severe ; 
I hang your husband, child, 'tis true. 

But with him hang your care. 
Twang dang dilio dee* 

Like a good wife, go moan over your dying husband ; 
that, child, is your duty — Consider, girl, you can't 
have the man and the money too so make your- 
self as easy as you can, by getting all you can from 
him. {Exit, 

Enter Macheath. 
Lucy^ Though the Ordinary was out of the way 
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tO'day, I hope, my dear, you will upon the first op- 
portunity quiet my scruples. — Oh, sir! my father's 
hard heart is not to he softened, and I am in the ut- 
most despair. 

Mac. But if I could raise a small sum would 

not twenty guineas, think you, move him ? — Of all 
the arguments in the way of business, the perquisite is 
the most prevailing. — Money, well timed, and properly 
applied, will do an^ thing. 

Lucy, What love or money can do, shall he done; 
for all my comfort depends upon your' safety. 

Eii^fr Polly. 

Polly. Where is my dear husband ? — Was a rope 

ever intended for this neck ! Oh let me throw 

my arms about it, and throttle thee with love! — Why 
dost thou turn away from me ? — ^'tis thy Polly — 'tis 
thy wife. 

Mac, Was ever such an unfortunate rascal as I 
am ! 

Lucy. Was there ever such another villain ! 

PoUy. Oh Macheath ! was it for this we parted ? 
Taken! imprisoned! tried! hanged! — Cruel reflection! 

Ill stay with thee till death no force shall tear 

thy dear wife from thee now. — What means my love ? 
— not one kind word! not one kind look! — Think 
what thy Polly suffers, to see thee in this condition. 

Mac. I must disown her. [Aside.'] The wench is 
distracted ! 

Lucy, Am I then bilked of my virtue \ Can 1 have 
no reparation ? Sure men were born to lie, and wo- 
men to believe them ! Oh villain ! villain ! 

FoUy. Am I not Uiy wife?— Thy neglect of me^ 
thy aversion to me, too severely proves it, — Look oa 
-Tell me, am 1 not thy wife \ 

Lucy. Perfidious wretch ! ^ 

FoUy. Barbarous husband 1 
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,Li»€fn Hadst thou been hanged five months ago, F 
bad been happy. 

PoUy. If you had been kind to me till death, it 
would not have vexed me — and that's no very unrea-" 
sonable request (though from a wife) to a man who 
hath not above seven or eight days to live. 

Luey. Art thou, then, married to another? Hast 
tifcou two wives, monster } 

Mac. If women's tongues can cease for an answer 
— hear me. 

Lucy, I won^. — Flesh and blobd can't bear my 
usage! 

PoUy. Shall not I claim my own ? Justice bids mc 
^eak. 

AIR. — MACHEATtt. 

" Have you heard of a frolicsome ditty." 

Hew happy eouid I he wkk eiiher^ 
Were t'other dear charmer onDoy ! 

Buty while ye thus tease me together^ 

To neither^ a wordt mil I say ; 

But toll de roll, Sf-c, 

Polly. Sure, my dear, there ought to be some pre- 
ference shown to a wife — at least, she may claim the 
appearance of it. He must be distracted with mis^ 
fortunes, or he could not use me thus. 

Lucy, Oh villain ! villain ! thou hast deceived mef 
— 1 could even inform against thee with pleasure. — 
Not a prude wishes more heartily to have facts 
against her intimate acquaintance, than I now wish^ 
to have facts against thee. I would have her ^atisfac- 
tion, and they should all out. 
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AIA. 

" Irish erot." 

Polly. Tm bubbled. 
Lucy. Tm bMkd* 

Polly. Oh, hm I'm troubled ! 

Lucy« Bamboozled and bit I 
Polly, Mjf distresses are doubled. 

Lucy. Ifhen you come to the tree, should the hangman 
refuse. 
These fingers, tnth pleasure, could fasten the 
noose. 
Polly. Fm bubbled, SfC. 

Mac. Be pacified, my dear Lucy — tkis is all a fetch 
of Poll/sy to make me desperate with you, in case I 
g^t off. If I am hanged, she would fain have the cre- 
dit of being thought my widow. — Really, Polly, this 
is no time for a dispute of this sort ; for whenever 
you are talking of marriage, I am thinking of hanging. 

Folly. And hast thou the heart to persist in dis- 
owning me ? 

Mac. And hast thou the heart to persist in per- 
suading me, that I am married } Why, Polly, dost 
thou seek to aggravate my misfortunes ? 

Lucy. Really, Miss Peachum, you do but expose 
yourself; besides, 'tis barbarous in you to worry a 
gentleman in his circumstances. 

AIR. — POLLY. 

Cease your/unning. 

Force or cunning. 
Never shall my heart trepan; 

AU these sallies, 

Are btit malice. 
To seduce my constant num. 
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^Tismoit ceritnny 

By their JUrtmgf 
Wonum ofi hoot amy shnm ; 

Flea/d to nun 

Others' woitigt 
Never happy in their oam ! 

Decency, madam, methinks, might teach you to be- 
have yourself with some reserve to'the husband, while 
his wife is present. 

Mac. But, seriously, Polly, thb is carrying the jok« 
a little too far. 

Lucy. If you are determined, miEidara, to raise a 
disturbance in the prison, I shall be obliged to send 
for the turnkey, to show you the door. I am sorxy, 
madam, you rorce me to be so ill bred. 

PoUy, Give me leave, to tell you, madam, these for- 
ward airs don't become you, in the least, madam ; 
and my duty, madam, obliges me-to stay with my hus* 
band» madam* 



AIR. 

" Good morrow. Gossip Joan.* 

Lucy. Whyy how nowj Madam Flirt ? 
If you thus must chatter^ 
And are for flinging dirt^ 
Lefs tryy who best can spatter ^ 

Madam FUrt ! 

Polly. Whuy how now, saucy jade f 
Surcy the wench is tipsy ! 
How can you see me m/ade [To him. 

The scoff of such a gipty f 

Saucy jade ! [To her. 
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E$Uer Peachum. 

Peach. Where's my wench ? Ah, hussy, hussy !— ^ 
Come home, you slut ! and when your fellow is 
hanged, hang yourself, to make your family some 
amends. 

PoUjf. Dear, dear father ! do not tear me from him, 
—I must speak — I have more to say to him. — Oh,> 
twbt thy fetters about me, that he may not haul me 
from thee ! 

Peach. Sure, all women are alike! if ever they 
commit one folly, they are sure to commit another, by^ 
exposing themselves. — Away — not a word more !— ■ 
You are my prisoner, now, hussy, 

AIR. — fOLLT. 

** Irish howl." 

Kopow*r on earthy can ^er divide 

The knoty that sacred Imje hath tied* * 

When parents draw against our mind^ 

The true lov^s knot^ they faster bind. 

Ohf ohf ray^ oh Amborah — Oh, oh, Spc, 
[Holding Macheath, Peachum pulHng her.^^ 

[Exeunt Peachum and Polly. 

Mac. I am naturally compassionate, wife, so that 
I could not use the wench as she deserved, which made 
you, at first, suspect there was something in what she 
•aid. 

Lucy. Indeed, my dear, I was strangely puzzled ! 

Mac. If that had been the case, her father would 
never have brought me into this circumstance — No, 
Lucy, I had rather die, than be false to thee ! 

Lucy. How happy am I, if you say this from your 
heart ! for 1 love thee so, that I could sooner bear to 
fee thee hanged, than in the arms of another. 
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Mac. But, couldst thou bear to see me hanged ? 

Lucy. Oh, Macheath I I could never live to sec 
thai day ! 

Mac. You see, Lucy, in the account of love, you 
are in my debt. — Make me, if possible, love thee more, 
and let me owe my life to thee — If you refuse to as- 
sist me, Peachum, and your father, will immediately 
put me beyond all means of escape. 

Luct/. My father, I know, hath been drinking hard 
with the prisoners, and, I fancy, he Is now taking his 
nap in his own room — If I can procure the keys^* 
shall I go off with thee, my dear ? 

Mac. If we are together, 'twill be impossible to lie 
concealed. As soon as the search begins to be a little 
cool, I will send to thee ; till then, my heart is thy 
prisoner. 

Lucif. Come, then, my dear husband, owe thy life 
to me; and, though. you love me not, be grateful. — 
But that Polly run^ in my head strangely. 

Mac. A moment of time may make us unhappy for 
•ver. 

AIR. — LUCT. 

« The Lass of Patty's Mill". 

Hike t he foXy shall grieve^ 

Whose mcUe hath left her Me ; 
Whom hounds^from mom to eve. 

Chase o'er the country wide. 
Where can my lover hide f 

Where cheat the wary pacjcf 
If loot be not his guide^ 

He never will come hade. [Exeunt. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

Neivgatc, 

Lock IT, Lucy. 

Lockit, To be sure, wench, you must have been 
aiding and abetting, to help him to this escape ? 

Lucy. Sir, here hath been Peach um, and his daugh- 
ter, Polly, and, to be sure, they know the ways of 
Newgate as well as if they had been bom and bred in 
the place all their lives. Why must all your s^ipi- 
cion light upon me ? 

Lockit. Lucy, Lucy, I will have none of these shuf- 
fling answers ! 

Lucy. Well, then, if I know any thing of him, I 
wish I may be burned ! 

Lockit, Keep your temper, Lucy, or I shall pro- 
nounce you guilty. 

Lucy, Keep yours, sir — I do wish I may be burn- 
ed, I do, and what can I say more to convmceyou ? 

Lockit. Did he tip handsomely ?— How much did 
he come down with ? Come, hussy, don't cheat your 
father, and I shall not be angry with you— Perhaps, 
you have made a better bargain with him, than I 
could have done — How much, my good girl ? 

Lucy. You know, sir, I am fond of him, and would 
have given money to have kept him with me. 

Lockit. Ah, Lucy! thy education might have put 
thee more upon thy guard : for a girl, in the bar of 
an ale-house, is always besieged. 

Lucy. If you can forgive me, sir, I will make a fair 
confession ; for, to be sure, he hath been a most bar- 
barous villain to me ! 
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Lockit. And so^ you have let him escape, htusy— 
have you ? 

Lucy» When a woman loves, a kind look, a tender 
word, can persuade her to any thing, and I could ask no 
other bribe. Notwithstanding all he swore, I am now 
fully convinced, that Polly Peachum is actually his 
wife — Did I let him escape, fool that I was ! to go 
to her ? Polly will wheedle herself into his money ; 
and then Peachum will hang him, and cheat us both. 

Lochit* So I am to be ruined, because, forsooth, 
you must be in love ! — A very pretty excuse ! 

Lucy, I could murder that impudent, happy strum- 
pet!— I gave him his life, and that creature enjoys 
the sweets of it — Ungrateful Macheath ! 

AlK. — LUCY. 

« South Sea Ballad." 

My love is all madness and folly ; 

Alone J lie, 

Toss, tumble, and cry^ 
What a happy creature is Polly ! 
Was e*er such a wretch as If 
With rage, I redden like scarlet. 
That my dear inconstant varlet. 

Stark blind to my charms. 

Is lost in the arms 
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot ! . 

Stark blind to my charms, 

Is lost in the arms 
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot ! 
This, this my resentment alarms. 

Lockit^ And so, after all this mischief, I must stay 
here to be entertained with your Caterwauling, Mis- 
tress Pifss ! — Out of my sight, wahton strumpet ! — 
You shall fast, and mortify yourself into reason, with, 
now and then, a little handsome discipline, to bring 
you to your senses, — Go l-^Exit Lucy.] Peachum, 

9 



BC£NE I.] THE BEGGia's OPERA. 51 

then, intends to outwit me in this af&ir, but I'll be 
even with him ! — ^The dog is leaky in his liquor, so I'll 
ply him that way, get the secret from him,- and turn 
this affair to my own advantage. Lucy ! 

« 

Enter Lucy. 

Are there any of Peach urn's people now in the house f 
Lucy. Filch, sir, is drinking a quartern of strong 

waters, in the next room, with Black Moll. 

Lockit, Bid him come to me. [Exit. 

Enter Filch. 

Why, boy, thou lookest as if thou wert half starved, 
—like a shotten herring. — But, boy, canst thou tell 
me where thy master is to be found ? 

Filch. At his lock, sir, at the Crooked Billet. 

Lockit. Very well — I have nothing more with you. 
[Exit Filch.] Ill go to him there, for I have-many 
important af^rs to settle with him, and in the way 
of those transactions, I'll artfully get into his secret — 
so, that Macheath shall not remain a day longer out 
of my clutches. [Ejni. 

Enter Lucy. 

Lucy, Jealousy, rage, love, and fear, are at once 
tearing me to pieces. How am I weather beaten and 
shattered with distresses I 

Altt. — LUCY. 

" One evening having lost my way." 

I'm like a, skiff" on the ocean tosty 

Now high, now low, with each billow bornCf 

With her rudder broke and her anchor lost, 
Deserted and all forlorn, 
U^hile thus I lie rolling and tossing all nighty 
That Polly lies sporting on seas of delight ! 

Revenge, revenge, revenge, 
Shqll appease my rcstka sprite^ 
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I have the ratsbane ready 1 run no risk ; for I can 

lay her death upon the gin, and so many die of that 
naturally, that I shall never be called in question — 
But say I were to be hanged — 1 never could be hanged 
for any thing that would give me greater comfort than 
the poisoning that slut. 

Enter Filch. 

Filch. Madam, here's Miss Polly come to wait upon 
you. 

Lucy. Show her in. 

Enter Polly. 

Dear madam ! your servant. — I hope you will pardon 
my passion when I was so happy to see you last — I 
was so overrun with the spleen, that I was perfectly 
out of myself; and really when one hath the spleen, 
every thing is to be excused by a friend. 

AIR. — LUCY. 

^' Now, Roger, FU tell thee, because thou'rt my son/' 

When a wife's in the pout, 
{As she^s sometimesy no doubt) 

The good husband, as meek as a lambj 
Her vapours to still, 
First grants her her mil, 
And the quieting draught is a dram ; 
Poor man ! and the quieting draught is a dram. 

—I wish all our quarrels might have so comfortable 
a reconciliation. 

PoUi/, I have no excuse for my own behaviour, 
madam, but my misfortunes — ^and really, madam, I 
suffer too upon your account. 

JCwcy. But, Miss Polly — in the way of friendship, 
will you give me leave to propose a glass of cordial 
to you ? 

Polfy, Strong waters are apt to give me the head* 
ache, — I hope, madam, you will excuse me? 
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Lucy. Not the greatest lady in the land could have 
better in her closet for her own private drinking.-^ 
You seem mighty low in spirits, my dear! 

PoUy, I am sorry, madam, my health will not allow 

me to accept of your offer 1 should not have left 

you in the rude manner I did when we met last, ma«* 
dam, had not my papa hauled me away so unexpect- 
edly. — I was indeed somewhat provoked, and perhaps 
might use some expressious that were disrespectful — 
but really, madam, the captain treated me with so 
much contempt and cruelty, that I deserved your 
pity rather than your resentment. 

Lucy. But since his escape, no doubt, all matters 
are made up again' 'Ah Polly ! Polly ! 'tis I am 
the unhappy wife, and he loves you as if you wer^ 
only his mistress. 

PoUy. Sure, madam, you cannot think me so hap- 
py as to be the object of your jealousy A man is 

always afraid of a woman who loves him too well — 
So that I must expect to be neglected and avoided. 

Lucy. Then our cases, my dear Polly, are exactly 
alike : both of us indeed have been too fond. Indeed, 
my dear Polly, we are both of us a cup too low ; kt 
me prevail upon you to accept of my offer. 

AIR. — LUCT. 

^' Come, sweet lass." 

Come^ sweet lass. 
Let's btmish sorrow 
Till to-morrow ; 
Come, sweet lass, 
Let's take a chirping glass. 
Wine can clear 
The vapours ofdetpaxr^ 
And make us lisht as air ; 
Then drink and banish care. 



54 TH£ beggar's OPEEA* [aCT III* 

I can't bear, child, to see you in such low spirits — 
and 1 must persuade you to what I know will do you 

good 1 shall now soon be even with the hypocriti-* 

cal strumpet. [Aside, — Exit, 

Polly, All this wheedling of Lucy can't be for no- 
thing — at this time too, when I know she hates me ! — 
The dissembling of a woman is always the forerunner 
of mischief — By pouring strong waters down my 
throat she thinks to pump' some secrets out of me — 
ni be upon my guard, and won't taste a drop of her 
liquor, I'm resolved. 

Enter Lucr, with strong Waters. 

Lucy, Come, Miss Polly. 

Polly. }ndeed, child, you have given yourself trou-* 
ble to no purpose — You must, my dear! excuse me. 

Lucy. Really, Miss Polly, you are as squeamishly 
affected about taking a cup of strong waters as a lady 
before company. I vow Polly, I shall take it mon- 
strously ill if you refuse me. 

Poliy. I . protest, madam, it goes against me 

What do I see ! Machealh again in custody !-^now 
«very glimmering of happiness is lost ! 

[Drops the Glass of Liquor on the Ground, 

Enter Lockit, Macheath, and Peachum. 

Lockit. Set your heart at rest, captain ^You have 

neither the chance of love or money for another es- 
cape, for you are ordered to be called down upon 
your trial immediately. 

Peach, Away, hussies ! This is not a time for a 

man to be hampered with his wives you see the 

gentleman is in chains already. 

Lucy, O husband, husband ! my heart longed to 
see thee, but to see thee thus, distracts me ! 

Polly, Will not my dear husband look upon his 
Polly ? Why hadst thou ttot flown to me for protec- 
tion f with me thou hadst been safe. 
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AIR. 

*^ The last time I came o'er the moor.** 

Polly, Hither, dear J^handy turn your eyes ! 

Lucy. Bestow one glance to cheer me, 

Polly. Think, with that look, thy Polly dies. 

Lucy. Oh, shun me not, but hear me ! 

Polly. 'Tis Polly sues. 

Lucy. 'Tis Lucy speaks. 

Polly. Is thus true love requited? 

Lucy. My heart is bursting. 

Polly. Mine, too, breaks, 

Lucy. Must I 

Polly. Must I be slighted f 

Mac. What would you have me say, ladies ? You 
see, this affair will soon be at an end^ without my dis* 
obliging either of yOu. 

Peach. But the settling of this point, Captain, 
might prevent a law-suit between your two widows. 

AIR. — MACHBATH. 

" Tom Tinker's my true love,** &c. 

Which way shall I turn me f how can I decide f 
Wives, the day of our death, are as fond as a bride* 
One wtfe is too much for most husbands to hear, 
But two at a time there*s no mortal can bear. 
This way, and that way, and which way I will, 
What would comfort the one, t'other wife would take 

m. 

Polly. But; if his own misfortunes have made him 
insensible to mine, a father, sure, will be more com- 
passionate !— Dear, dear sir! sink the material evi- 
dence, and bring him off, at his trial — Polly, upon her 
knees, begs it of you. 

F 
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AIE.— FOLLY. 

'' I am a poor shepherd, undone/' 

When my hero in court &ppear8^ 

And itands arraigned for his life^ 
Then think of poor Poll/s tears. 
For, ah ! poor Polly's his wife. 
Like the sailor, he holds up his hand, 
Distresid, on the dashing xvave ; 
To die a dry death at land. 
Is as bad as a wafrygra/oe. 
And alas, poor Polly ! 

Alack, and wellrcniay ! 
Before I was in love. 

Oh ! eo*ry month was May, 

Peach. Set your heart at rest, Polly — your hus- 
band is to die to-day ; therefore, if you are not already 
provided, 'tis high time to look about for another.— 
There's comfort for you, you slut! 

Lockit, We are ready, sir, to conduct you to the 
Old Bailey. 

AIR.—MACHEATH. 

" Bonny Dundee." 

The charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met. 
The judges all ranged ; (a terrible show !J 

I go undismayed, for death is a debt — 
A debt on demand, so take what I owe, 

Thenfarewell, my love — €kar charmers, adieu ! 

Contented I die — His the better for you. 

Here ends aU dispute, for the rest of our lives. 

Tor this way, at once, Iplef^se all my wives. 

Now, gentlemen, I am ready to attend you. 

[ExeVHt P£ACHUM, LoCKIT, MaCH£ATH, SfC 
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SCENE II. 

The Condemtted Hold, 
Macheath in amtlanchoh/ Posture, 

AIR. 

" Happy Groves.'* 

Ohf cruelf aneif cruel case f 
Must I suffer this disgrace f 

AIR. 

** Oi all (he girls that are so smart.'^ 

Cf all the friends in time of grief, 
When threatening death looks grimmer^ 

Not one so sure, can bring reUef\ 
As this bestfriendy a brimmer, [Drinks. 

AIR. 

'' Britonsy strike home." 

Since I must strng-^I scom^ I scorn to whince or rohitte, 

[Rises. 

AIR. 

« 6hevy Chace." 

But nam again, my spirits sink, 
m raise them high with wtne. 

[Drinks a Glass of Wine. 

r 2 
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AIR. 

*' To old Sir Simon, the king.'' 

But valour the stronger growst 

The stronger liquor we're drinking, 

And how can we feel our woes. 

When we've lost the trouble ^ thinking? 

[Drinks. 

AIR. 

" Joy to great Caesar." 

If thuSf d man can die^ 
much holder with brandy, 

[Pours out a Bumper of Brandy. 

AIR. 

^' There was an old woman/' &c. 

So J drink of this bumper — and now lean stand the test. 
And my comrades shall see^that I die as brave as the best, 

[Drinks. 

AIR. 

^^ Did you ever hear of a gallant sailor?* 

But can I leave my pretty hussies^ 
Without one tear, or tender sigh f 

AIR. 

" Why are^mine eyes thus flowing T 

Their eyes, their lips, their busses, 
Recall my love-^Ah f must I die f 
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Aia. 

" Green Sleeves.*' 

Since laws were made, for every degree. 
To curb vice in others, as xoell as in me, 
J wonder we ha'n*t better company 

Upon Tyburn tree. 
But gold, from law, can take out the sting ; 
And if rich men, like us, were to swing, 
'Twould thin the land, such numbers to string 

Upon Tyburn tree. 

Enter Gaoler. 

Gaoler. Some friends of yours, Captain, desire to 
be admitted — 1 leave you together. [Exit, 

Enter Ben. Budge and Mat. of the Mint. 

Mac. For my having broke prison,you see, gentlemen, 
I am ordered for immediate execution — ^I'he sherifTs 
officers, I believe, are now at the door. That Jemmy 
Twitcher should 'peach me, I own, surprised me. — 
Tis a plain proof that the world is all alike, and that, 
even our gang, can no more trust one another, thar 
other people ; therefore, I beg you, gentlemen, to look 
well to yourselves, for, in all probability, you may 
live some months longer. 

Mat, We are heartily sorry, Captain, for your mis^ 
fortune, but 'tis what we must all come to. 

Mac. Peachum and Lockit, you know, are infa^ 
roous scoundrels — their lives are as much in your 
power, as yours are in theirs — Remember your dying 
friend — ^'Tis my last request — Bring those villains to 
the gallows before you, and I am satbfied. 

Mat. We'll do it. 
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Enter Gaoler. 

Gaoler. Miss Polly and Miss Lucy, intreat a word 
with you. [Exit. 

Mac, Gehtlemen, adieu ! 

[Exeunt Bent. Budge and Mat. of the Miwt. 

Enter Lucy and Polly. 
Mac. My dear Lucy ! my dear Polly ! whatsoeveF 
hath passed between us, is now at an end. 

AIR. 

•' All you that must take a leap," &c. 

Lucy. Would I might be hang'd ! 

Polly. And I would so too ! 

Lucy, To be hangd with you^ 

Polly. My dear J with you. 

Mac. Oh, kate me to thought ! I fear, I doubt ! 

I tremble—I droop /— 5ee, my courage is out I 

[Turns up the empty Pot. 

Polly. Ko token of love ? 

Mac. See, my courage is out ! 

[Turns up the empty bottle. 
Lucy. No token of love? 
Polly. Adieu ! 

Lucy. Farewell ! 

Mac. But hark ! I hear the toU of the bell. 
Chorus. Tol de rol Iply SfC. 

Gaoler. Four women more, Captain, with a child 
a-piece. — See, here they come ! 

Enter Women anrf Children. 

Mac. What ! four wives more ! this is too much 
—Here, tell the sherirs officers 1 am ready. [Exeuat. 
Mob. [mthin.] A reprieve ! a reprieve ! 
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Enter MACHEATHy *4*c* 

Mac, So, it seems, I am not left to my choice, but 
must have a wife at last — Lookye^ my dears, we will 
have no controversy now. — Let us give this day to 
mirth, and I am sure, she, who thinks herself my wife, 
will testify her joy by a dance. 

All. Come, a dance ! a dance ! 

Mac. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to pre- 
sent a partner to each of you ; and (if I may without 
offence) for this time, I take Polly for mine — and for 
life, you slut, for we are really married — As for the 
rest — But, at present, keep your own secret. 

[To Polly, 

A DANCE. 
AIR. 

^' Lumps of pudding,'' ice. 

Thus, I stand like a Turk^ with hk doxies around^ 
From all sides, their glances his passion confound; 
For black, browns and fair, his inconstancy bums. 
And the different beauties subdue hm by turns : 
Each calls forth her charms, to provoke his desires. 
Though XDtlling to aU, but xoith one he retires : 
Then think of' this maxim, and put <jjf all sorrcno^ 
The wretch of to-day, may be happy to-morrow. 

- CHORUS. 

Then think of this maxim, S^c. [Exeunt omnes. 
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